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TRISTRAM SANDY, | GENT. 


to mei 8 


1 * 
1 > | 1 of * hs * ll is Fa. » 1 


en de 


No: think, I faid I would itte twe 
volumes every year, provided the vile 
cough which then tormented me, and which 
to this hour I dread worfe than the devil; 
would but give me leave—and in another 
place — (but where, I can't recollect now) 
ſpeaking of my book as a machine, and 
laying my pen and ruler down crofs-wiſe 
upon the table, in order to gain the greater 
credit to it ſwore'it ſhould be kept a- 
going at that rate theſe” ſorty years, if it 
pleafed but the fountain of life to bleſs 
me ſo long with health and good ſpirits, + 


A 2 
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Now as for my ſpirits, little have I to 
lay to their charge—nay ſo very little (un- 
leſs the mounting me upon a long flick, 
and playing the fool with me nineteen 
hours out of the twenty-four, be accuſa- 
tions} that on the contrary, I have much— 
much to thank em for : cheerily have ye 
made me tread the path of life with all the 
burdens of it (except its cares) upon my 
back: in no one moment of my exiſtence, 
that I remember, have ye once deſerted 
me, or tinged the objects which came in 
my way, either with ſable, or with a 
fickly green; in dangers ye gilded my ho- 
rizon with hope, and when Drarx him- 
ſelf knocked at my door—ye bad him come 
again; and in ſo gay a tone of careleſs in- 
difference did ye do it, that he doubted of 
his commiſſion— | 

Sr There wuſt cortatoly. be ſame miſtake 
in this matter „ quoth he. : 

No there is nothing in this works 1 
a worſe, than to be interrupted, 
in a flory - and as I;was that moment tel- 
ling Eugenius a moſt tawdry one in my 
way, of a nun who fancied herſelf a ſhell. 
Aſh, and of a monk damn'd for eating a 


* ——ůͤ 1 s 


TRISTRAM SHANDY. 5 


muſcle, and was ſhewing him the grounds 
and juſtice of the procedure 

„Did ever ſo grave a perſonage get 
into fo vile a ſcrape?” quoth Death, Thou 
haſt had a narrow eſcape, Triftram, ſaid 
Eugenius , taking hold of wy hand as I 
finiſhed my flory— 

But there is no living, Eugenius, re- 
plied 1, at this rate; for as this ſon of a 
whore has found out my lodgings — 
Lou call him rightly, ſaid Eugenius, 
—for by fin, we are told, he entered the 
world—I care not which way he enter'd, 
quoth I, provided he be not in ſuch a hurry 
to take me out with him — for I have 
forty volumes to write, and forty thouſand 
things 'to ſay and do, which nobody in 
the world will ſay and do for me, except 
thyſelf; and as thou ſeeſt he bas got me 
by the throat (for Eugenius could ſcarce 
hear me ſpeak acroſs the table) and that 
I am no match for him in the open field, 
had I no better, whilſt theſe few ſcattered 
ſpirits remain, and theſe two ſpider legs 
of mine (holding one of them up to him) 
are able to ſupport me—had I not better, 
Eugenius, fly for my life? 'Tis my advice. 
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my dear Triſtram, ſaid Eugenius — — 
Then by Heaven! Iwill lead him a dance 
ke little thinks of—for 1 will gallop, quoth 
I, without looking once behind me, to 
the banks of the Garonne; and if I hear 
him clattering at my heels I'll ſcamper 
away to mount Veſuvius—from, thence to 
Joppa, and from Joppa to the world's end, 
where, ik he follows me, I Pray God, he 
may break his neck—. ., Af tt; 
Elle runs more riſk ect laid Euge- 
een eee wy of wd woke 
Eugenius's, wit and affection brought 


blood into the cheek from whence it had 


been for. ſome, months baniſhed—' twas a 
vile moment to bid, adieu in; he led me 


to my chaiſe—ANons! ſaid I; the poſt- boy 


gave a crack with his whip—off I went 
like a cannon, and in half a dozen bounds 
got into ee 4 oe | 


i Loni CHAP. E 1 
| 1 Wi; 1d þ bf L381 - 
Ne OW 0 it, duoih 1 as 1, looked 
towards the French coaſt—a man ſhould 
know ſomething of his own country too, 
before he goes abread—and I never gave 


* 
__ p . | 
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a peep into Rocheſter church, or took notice 
of the dock of Chatham, or -viſited--St. - 


Thomas at Canterbury, though they all 
there laid in my way 

But mine, indeed, is a particular 
oafe— — (31 {i © o r 
So without arguing the; matter further 
with Thomas o' Becket, or any one elſe—T 
ſkipped into the boat, and in five minutes 


we got under (ail, and ſcudded n like 


the wind. | 
Pray captain, quoth I, as I was doing 
down into the cabin, is a man never over- 
taken by Death on this paſſage? 
Why, there is not time for a man to be 


fick in it, replied he What a curſed liar! 


for I am as fick as a horſe, quoth I, al- 
ready —what a brain! — upſide down !— 
hey - day! the cells are broke looſe one into 
another, and the blood and the lymph, 
and the nervous juices, with the fixed and 
volatile ſalts; are all jumbled into one 


maſs—good g—! every: thing turns round 


in it like a thouſand whirlpools—L'd give 
a ſhilling to know if I ſhan't write the 
clearer for It, — — NP 


Sick! fick! fick! fleck! 


= tn * - 


— 
* 
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When ſhall we get to land, captain? 
they have hearts like ſtones—0O, I am 
deadly fick !—reach me that thing, boy 
— —'tis the moſt diſcomfiting fickneſs—I 
wiſh I was at the bottom Madam! how 


is it with you? Undone! undonel un 


O! undone! Sir—What the firſt time? 
No, tis the ſecond, third, fixth, tenth 


time, Sir, — hey-dey—what a trampling 


over-head ! holla! cabin-boy! what's the 
matter 
The wind chopp' d about! „Death! 
them I ſhall meet him full in the face. 
What luck !—'tis chopped about again , 


| maſter—O the devil, chop it 


Captain, quoth ſhe, for hoeves's ſake 
let us get en. | 


2 CHAP. II. 


Lr is a great inconvenience to a man in 
a haſte, that there are three diſtinct roads 
between Calais and Paris, in behalf of 
which, there is ſo much to be ſaid by the 
ſeveral deputies from the towns which lie 
along them, that half a day is eafily lofi 
in ſettling which you'll take. 
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Firſt the road by Liſle and Arras, which 
is the moſt about—but moſt wn and 
inſtructing. | 

The ſecond, that by Auen 6: which 
you may g0, if mm 0 ſee Chan- 
"hind that by 88 „ which you ny 
go, if you will. 171 

For this reaſon a great many chooſe t6 
80 by Beauvais. et a, » „lis 


CHAP. IV. 


Now before I quit Calais „ à a travel. 
writer would ſay, „It would not be amiſs 
to give ſome account of it.'”—Now I thiok 
it very much amiſs—that a man cannot go 
quietly through a town, and let it alone, 
when it does not meddle with him, but 
that he muſt be turning about and draw- 
ing his pen at every kennel he croſles 
over, merely, o' my conſcience, for the 
fake of drawing it; becauſe, 'if we may 
judge from what has been wrote of theſe 
things, by all who have wrote and gallop'd 
—or who have gallyp'd and wrote, which 
is a different way ſtill; or who, for more 
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expedition than the reſt, have wrote gal- 
loping , which is the way I do at preſent 
from the great Addiſon, who did it with 
his ſatchel of ſchool-books, hanging at his 
42—, and galling his beaſt's crupper at 
every ſtroke— there is not a galloper of 
us all who might not have gone on amb- 
ling quietly in his own ground (in caſe he 
had any) and have wrote all he had to 
write, dry-ſhod, as well as not. 

For my own part, as Heaven is my 
judge, and to which I ſhall ever make my 
laſt appeal——1I know no more of Calais, 
(except: the little my barber told me of 
it „as he was whetting his razor) than 1 
do this momeht of Grand Cairo; for it 
was duſky in the evening when I landed, 
and dark as pitch in the morning when I 
ſet. out, and yet by merely knowing what 
it was, and by drawing this from that in 
one part of the town, and by ſpelling and 
putting this or that together in another 
I would lay any travelling odds, that I 
this moment write a chapter upon Calais 
as long as my arm; and with ſo diſtinct 
and'-[atisfactory -a detail of every item, 
which is worth a flranger's curioſity in the 
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town — that you would take; me for the 
town-clerk of Calais itfelf ,—and where, 
Sir, would be the wonder? was not De- 
mocritus, who. : laughed ten times more 
than I—town-clerk of Abdera? and was 
not J forget his name; who had more diſ- 
cretion than;jus both, town-clerk of Ephe- 
ſus 2 ſhould, he penn d moreover, Sir, 
with, ſo, much knowledge and 690 ſenſe, 
and truths and precifion— ob fc 
_,—Nay—if you; don't heliers:, me, you 
may Ser eee ene ee Pans. is 
t Hat - | 
Ay 11079 5 11 4 , Bis » 16 
i Stn „ in 8411 7 el 5 n 1 1 
JALAIS, Calatium, Calufum, CaleGum, 
71 „This town, if, we may truſſ its atebives, 
the authority of which I ſee no reaſon to 
„call, inpqueſtion, in this, place -Was ance 
no more than a {mall village belonging to 
one of, the, fir, Counts de; Guines ; and as 
it boalts at preſent; of no leſs: than. fours» 
teen thouſand inhabitants, exclufive of four 
hundred and, twenty. diſtinct, families in 
the baſſe. ville, or. ſuburbs—it. muſt. have 
grown up by little and little, I a 
to its preſent 52. 185 


722 ——— — Hons om. — o—_—__ 
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Though there are four convents, there 


is but one parochial church in the whole 


town; I had not an 6pportunity of taking 
exact dimenſions ,, but it is pretty eaſy to 
make a tolerable conjecture of em—for as 
there are fourteen thouſand inhabitants in 
the town, if the church holds them all, 


it muſt be confiderably large—and if it will 


not tis a very great pity they have' not. 
another—it is built in form of atrols', and 
dedicated to the Virgin Mary; the fleeple , 
which has a ſpire to it, is placed in the 


middle of the church, and ſtands upon 


four pillars elegant and light enough, but 


ſufficiently ffrong at the ſame time—it, is 


decorated with eleven altars, moſt'of-which 
are rather fine than beautiful. The great 
altar is a maſter-piece in its kind; 'tis of 
white marble, and, as I was told, near 
fixty feet high had it been much higher, 
it had been as high as mount Calvary itſelf 
—therefore, I ſuppoſe it muſt be bas wa 
enough"in all conſcience. | 

There was nothing ſtruck me more than 
the great Square; though I cannot ſay 'tis 
either well paved or well built; but 'tis 
in the heart of the town, and moſt of the 
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ſtreets, eſpecially thoſe in that quarter, all 
terminate in it; could there haye been a 
fountain in all Calais, which it ſeems there 
cannot, as ſuch an object would have been 
a great ornament, it is not to be doubted, 
but that the inhabitants would have bad 
it in the very centre of this ſquare,—not 
that it is properly a ſquare, —becauſe tis 
forty feet longer from eaſt to weſt, than 
from north to ſouth ;1 ſo that the French 
in general have more reaſon on their fide 
in calling them Places than Squares, 
which, ftrictly ſpeakiag , to be lure they 
are not. 

The town- ind hens 10 be — a ſor- 
ry building, and not to be kept in the be ſt 
repair, otherwiſe it had been a ſecond great 
ornament to this place; it anſwers how- 
ever its deſlination, and ſerves very well 
for the reception ef the magiſtrates, who 
allemble in it from time to time; ſo that 

'tis preſumable juſtice is apex diſtri- 
| buted. Ss is ot need er 
I bad. Weury — py it, but! Nane is 
nothing at all eurious in the Courgain; tis 
a diſtinet quarter of the town, inhabited 
ſolely by ſailors and fiſhermen; it conſiſis 
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of a number of ſmall ſtreets „neatly built, 
and moſily of brick; tis extremely po- 
pulous; but as that may be accounted' for 
from the Principles of their diet, — there is 
nothing curious in that neither. LA tra- 
veller might Tee it to ſatisfy himſelf—he 
muſt not omit, however, taking notice of 
La Tour de GCuet upon any actount ; tis 
fo called from its Particular deſtinlation; 
becaufe in wat it ſerves to diſcover' and 
give notice of the enemies which approach 
the place, either by ſea or land ;—but *tis 
monſitots high , and catches the eye” ſo 
continually, you eannot erw, taking no- 
tice of it, if you would. nN 
n was a fiiigular 8 to me; 
that 1 could not have permiſſion to take 
an ex det ſutvey of the fortifications, Which 
are the ſtrongeſt in the world and which, 
from firſt to laſt, that is, from the time 
they were ſet about by Philip of France, 
Court of Boulogne; to the prefent war, 
wherein many reparations were made; 
have coſt (as I learhed afterwards tröm 
an engineer in Gafcony L abbve a” bun- 
àred millions of livres. It is very temarkable 


that'at' the Tete de Gravelines; and where 


— 
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the town is naturally the weakeſt, they have 
expended the moſt money; ſo that the 
out-works firetch 'a great way into the 
campaign, and conſequently occupy a large 
tract of ground, —However, after all that 
is ſaid and done, it muſt be acknowledg- 
ed that Calais was never upon any ac- 
count ſo conſiderable from itſelf, as from 
its fituation, and that eaſy entrance which 
it gave our anceſtors upon all occaſions 
into France: it was not without its incon- 
veniences alſo; being no leſs troubleſome 
to the Engliſh in thoſe times, than Dun- 
kirk has been to us in ours: ſo that it was 
deſervedly looked upon as the key to both 
kingdoms ; which no doubt is the reaſon 
that there have ariſen ſo many contentions 
who ſhould: keep it: of theſe, the fiege of 
Calais, or rather the blockade ( for'it was 
ſhut up both by land and ſea) was the 
moſt memorable, as it withſtood the efforts 
of Edward the! Third a whole year, and 
was not terminated at laſt but by famine 
and extreme; miſery; the gallantry of Eu- 
ſtace de St. Pierre, who firſt offered him- 
ſelf a victim for his fellow-citizens, has 
rank'd his name with heroes, As it will 


* 
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not take up above fifty pages, it would 
be injuſtice to the reader, not to give him 
a minute account of that romantic tranſac- 
tion, as well as of the fiege itſelf, in 
Rapin's own words. N 


CHAP, VI. 


Bur courage! gentle reader I- I fcorn 
it— tis enough to have thee in my power. 
— but to make uſe of the advantage which 
the fortune of the pen has now gained over 
þ thee, would be too much—No—! by that 
all powerful fire which warms the viſio- 
nary brain, and lights the ſpirits through 
unworldly tracts! ere I would force a help- 
leſs creature upon this hard ſervice, and 
make thee pay, poor ſoul! for fifty pages 
which I haye no right to fell thee, - naked 
as I am, I would browle upon the moun- 
tains, and (mile that the north wind brought 
me neither my tent or my ſupper. 
— —So put on, my brave boy! and make 
the beſt of thy way to Boulogne. 
6143. berg ta 78. 09 | 2 . 2.3961 


TRISTRAM SHANDY, 17 


CHAP. VII. 


Borod NE -hah ! ſo we are all 
got together debtors and ſinners before 
heaven; a jolly ſet of us—but I can't ſtay 
and quaff it off with you m purſued 
myſelf like a hundred devils, and ſhall 
be overtaken before I can well change 
horſes :—for heaven's ſake, make haſte 
*Tis for high treaſon, quoth a very Tittle 
man, whiſpering as low as he could to a 
very tall man that fiood next bim—Or 
elſe for murder; quoth the tall man—Well 
thrown Size-Ace! quoth I. No; quoth a 
third, the gentleman has been commit- 
ting. — | | 

Ah! ma chere fille! ſaid I, as ſhe tripp'd 
by, from her matins—you look as roſy as 
the morning (for the ſun was rifing, and 
it made the compliment the more gracious) 
—No; it can't be that, quoth a fourth 
(ſhe made a curt'ſy to me—TI kiſs'd my 
hand) tis debt; continued he. Tis cer- 
tainly for debt, quoth a fifth; I would not 
pay that gentleman's debts, quoth' Ace, 
for a thouſand pounds: Nor would I, 
quoth Size, for fix times the ſum—W ell 
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thrown, Site-Ace, again! quoth T;—but 
I have no debt but the debt of Nature, 
and I want but patience of her, and Iwill 
pay ber every farthing I owe her—How ]¾] 
can you be ſo hard-hearted, Mapa, to 
arreſt a poor traveller going along without 
moleſtation to any one, upon his lawful 
- occaſions ? Do flop that death-looking, 
long-ſtriding ſcoundrel of a ſcare-linner, 
who is poſting after me—he never would 
have followed me but for you—if it be but 
for a ſtage or two, juſt to give me ſtart 
of him, I beſeech you » Madam.—Do, 
dear lady.— 

Now, in troth, tis a0 pity, Met 
mine Iriſh hoſt, that all this good court- 
chip ſhould be loft; for the young gentle- 
- woman has been after going out of hear- 
ing of it all along. 5 

—Simpleton! quoth IJ. 

So you have nothing elſe in Boulogne 
worth ſeeing ? 

By Jaſus! there is the nel SMN ART 
kor the HomaniTies— | 

There n be a aner; quoth I. 


4 
* 
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We EN the precipitancy of a man's 
wiſhes hurries on his ideas ninety times 
faſter than the vehicle he rides in—woe 
be to truth! and woe be to the vehicle and 
its tackling (let it be made of what ſtaff 
you will) upon which he breathes forth 
the diſappointment of his ſoul!' 
As I never give general characters either 
of men or things in choler, fe moſt 
hafte, the ꝛworſt ſpeed,” was all the re- 
flection I made upon the affair, the firft 
time it happen'd; — the ſecond, third, 
fourth, and fifth time, I confined it reſpee- 
tively to thoſe times, and accordingly 
blamed only the ſecond, third, fourth, 
and fifth poſt-boy for it, without carrying 
my reflections further ; but the event con- 


tinuing to befal me from the fifth, to the 


fixth, ſeventh, eighth, ninth, and tenth 
time, and without one exception, I then 


could not avoid making a national reflec- 


tion of it, which I do in theſe words: 
That ſomething is always wrong in u 


French pofi-chaiſe upon firft ſetting out. I 


Or the propolition may Rand thus: 
B 2 


— e eter et Wo es tt 
\ 
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A French pofiillion has always to alight 
before he has got three hundred yards out 
of fown. 

What's wrong now 2—Diable !—arope's 
broke! — a Kknot has ſlipt!—a ſtaple's 
drawn!—a bolt's to whittle!—a tag, a rag, 
a jag, a ſtrap, a buckle, or a buckle's 
tongue, want altering.— | 

Now true as all this is, I never think 
myſelf impower'd to excommunicate there- 
upon either the poſt-chaiſe, or its driver 
—nor do I take it into my head to ſwear 
by.the living G, I would rather go a- foot 
ten thouſand times — or that I will be 


damn' d if ever I get into another but 1 


take the matter coolly before me, and 
conſider, that ſome tag, or rag, or jag, 
or bolt, or buckle, or buckle's tongue, 


will ever be a wanting, or want altering, 


travel where I will—ſo I never chaff, but 
take the good and the bad as they fall in 
my road, and get on:—Do ſo, my lad! 
ſaid I; he had loſt five minutes already, 
in alighting in order to get at a luncheon 
of black bread which he had ramm'd into 
the chaiſe · pocket, and was remounted 
and going leiſurely on, to reliſh it the bet - 
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ter Get on, my lad, ſaid I, briſkly— 
but in the moſt perſuaſive tone imaginable, 
for I jingled a four-and-twenty ſous piece 
againſt the glals, taking eare to hold the 
flat ſide towards him, as he looked back: 
the dog grinn'd intelligence from his right 
ear to his left, and behind his ſooty muzzle 
diſcover'd ſuch a pearly row of teeth, that 
Sovereignty would have b d her jewels 
for them.— a 
What maſticators — 
What bread! 

and ſo, as he finiſh'd the laſt mouthful of 
it, we enter'd the town of Montreuil. 


Juſt Heaven! 


CHAP. IX. 


Turret is not a town in all France, 
which in my opinion looks better in the 
map than MonTrevuiL;—LI own, it does 
not look ſo well in the book of poſt- roads: 
but when you come to [ee it to be ſure 
it looks moſt pitifully. 

There is one thing, howerer, in it at 
preſent very handſome; and that is the 
innkeeper's daughter. She has been eigh- 
teen months at Amiens, and fix at Paris, 
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in going through her elaſſes; ſo knits, and 
ſews, and dances, and does Wo little co- 
quetries very well. | 

—A ſlot! in running them over within 
theſe five minutes that I have ftood look- 
ing at her, ſhe has let fall at leaſt a dozen 
loops in a white thread ſtoeking — Les, 
ves—T ſee, you cunning giply!—'tis long, 
and taper,—you. need not pin it to your 
 knee—and that 'tis 1 N own—and fits mn 
exactly.— d 

— That Nature ſhould hive told this 
creature a word about a ffatue's thumb 

—But as this ſample is worth all their 
thumbs—beſides, I have her thumbs and 
fingers in at the bargain, if they can be 
any guide to me—and as Janatone withal 
(for that is her name) ſtands ſo well for 
a drawing—may I never draw more, or 
rather may I draw like a draught-horſe, 
by main-ftrength all the days of my life 
—if I do not draw her in all her propor- 
tions, and with as determined 'a pencil, 
as if I had her in the wetteſt drapery.— 

—But your worſhips chooſe rather that 
I give you the length, breadth, and per- 
pendicular height of the great pariſh church, 


* 
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or a drawing of the fagade of the abbey of 
Saint Auſtreberte, which has been tranſ(- 
ported from Artois hither—every thing is 
juſt, I ſuppoſe, as the maſons and carpen- 
ters left them,—and if the belief in Chriſt 
continues: ſo long, will be ſo theſe fifty 
years to come — ſo your worſhips and reve- 
rences may all meaſure them at your lei- 
ſures— but he who meaſures thee, Jana- 
tone, muſt do it now—thou carrieft the 
principles of change within thy frame; 
and conlidering the chances of a tranſitory 
life, I would not anſwer-for thee a mo- 
ment; and ere twice twelve: months are 
palſs'd and gone, thou mayeſt grow out 
like a pumpkin, and loſe thy ſhapes—or, 
thou mayeſt go off like a flower, and loſe 
thy beauty —nay, thou mayeſt go off like 
a huſſy—and loſe thyſelf, —-I would not 
anſwer for my aunt Dinah, was ſhe alive 
—'faith, ſcarce. for her picture—were it 
but painted by Reynolds— | 
—But if I go on with my drawing, after 
naming that ſon of Apollo, I'll be ſhot. — 
So you mult e'en be content with the 
original; which if the evening is fine in 
palling through Monttreuil, you will fee at 
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your chaiſe door, as you change horſes; 
but unleſs you have as bad a reaſon for 
haſte as I have—you had better ſtop :— 
She has a little of the devotee 7 but that, 
Sir, is a tierce to a nine in your favour.— 
—L—help me! I could not count a fingle 
point: ſo had been piqued, and * 
and en dn to the devil. 


CHAP. X. 


ALL which being conſidered, and that 
Death moreover might be much nearer me 
than I imagined—I wiſh I was at Abbe- 
ville, quoth I, were it only to ſee how 
they card and ſpin—ſo off we (et. 

de Montreuil a Nampont—poſte et de · 
mi; de Nampont a Bernay—poſe 
de Bernay a Nouvion—poſte 
de Nouvion à ABBevitie poſte 

— But the carders and ſpinners were all 
gone to bed. 


* Vid. Book of French es page 36. 
edition of . 
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CHAP. XI. „Lad 


War a val 8 is e 
only it heats one; but there is a remedy 
for that, which you may * autohuhe 
next . | a= 


CHAP. XII. 


Was 1 in a condition to ipulate with 
Death, as I am this moment with my 
apothecary, how and where I will take his 
glifter—I ſhould certainly declare againſt 
ſubmitting to it before my friends; and 
therefore I never ſerioufly think upon the 
mode and manner of this great cataſtrophe , 
which generally takes up and torments my 
thoughts as much as the cataſtrophe itſelf, 
but J conſtantly draw the curtain acrols it 
with this wilh, that the Diſpoſer of all 
things may fo order it, that it happen not 
to me in my own houſe—but rather in ſome, 
decent inn — At home, I know it, — the 
concern of my friends, andthe laſt ſervices. 
of wiping my brows and [moeotbing my. 
pillow, which the quivering hand ef pale 
affection ſhall. pay me, will ſo erueiſy my 
Trifiram Shandy. Vol, VII. C 
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ſoul, that I ſhall die of a diftemper which 
my pbybcian is not aware of: but in au 
inn, the few cold offices I wanted , -would 
be purchaſed with a few 'guineas, and 
paid me with an undiſturbed, but punctual 
attention— but mark. This inn ſhould not 
be the inn at Abbeville—if there was not 
another inn in the univerſe, I would firike 
that inn out of the capitulation : ſo 
Loet the horſes be in the chaiſe exactly 
by four in the morning—Yes, by four, 
Sir ,—or by Genevieve! T'll raiſe a er 
zin the houſe, Thall wake the Sond. 
; | FX Antec! 
CHAP. xn. gt 
6 N. AKE thine like unto a wha; py is 
a bitter ſarcaſm, as all the learned know, 
againſt the grand tour, and that reſtleſs 
fpirit for making it, which David prophe- 
tically foreſaw, would haunt the children 
of men in the latter days; and therefore, 
as thinkech the great biſhop Hall, tis one 
of the ſevereſt imprecations which David 
ever uttered againſt the enemies of the 
Lord— and as if he had ſaid, «I wiſh 
them no worſe luck than always to be roll - 


; 
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ing about.” 80 much motion, continues 
„ (for he was very corpulent) — is ſo 
üb unquietneſs ; and ſo much of reſt, 
by the ſame analogy , is ſv much of heaven. 
| Now, I I (being very thin) think diffe- 
rently; and that ſo much of motion is [6 
much of life, and lo much of Joy—and 
that to ſtand fill, or get on but Nowly, 
is death and the devil— * 
Hollo! ho!—the whole world's aſleep! 
—bring out the horſes—greaſe the wheels 
tie on the mail—and drive a nail into 
mat moulding—1˙I not loſe a moment. 
” Now the wheel we are talking of, and 
whereinto (but not whereunto , for that 
v6uld' make an Ixion's wheel of it) he 
curſeth his enemies, according to the bi- 
ſhop's babit of body, ſhould certainly be 
a poſt-chaiſe wheel, whether they were 
ſet vp in Paleſtine at that time or not 
and my wheel, for the contrary reaſons, : 
mul as certainly be a cart-wheel groaning 
round its revolution once in an age; aud 
of which ſort, were Ito turn commentator, 
I Thould make no Teruple to affirm, they 
had real ſtore in that Billy country. | 
1 loye the Pythagdteans* (much 1 more 


C 2 


Bor ſhe did not know I was ; under a 
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than ever 1 dare tell my e dear Jenny) for 
their © Neu G T8 edhhhꝰkeeg, elg 
70 K g onNogopey” —(their) getting 


| out of the body , in order to think well, 7 


No man thinks right whilſt he is in it; 
blinded, as he muſt be, with his congenial 
hymours, and drawn differently alide „as 
me bilhop and myſelf have been, with 
too lax or too tenſe a Rbre—Reazon is, 
half of it, SensE; and the meaſure of 
heaven itſelf is but the meaſure of our 
preſent appetites and concoctions,— 

—But which of the two, in the preſent 
caſe BY do you think to. be moſily in the 
wrong ? | 

You, certainly, quoth che, to diſturb 2 
whole family ſo early. | 


CHAP. vv. 


* 


yow not to ſhave. my beard till I got to Pa- 
ris; yet I hate to make myfleries of nothing ; z. 
*tis the cold cautiouſneſs of one of thoſe 


little, fouls from which Ze/ſivs (7b, 13. de, 


moribus divinis, cap. 24 J bath made his, 
efiimate, wherein, he betten forth, That | 
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one Dutch mile, cubically multiplied, will 
allow room enough, and to ſpare, for 
eight hundred thouſand millions, which 
he ſuppoſes to be as great a number of 
ſouls ( counting from the fall of Adam) as 
can polibly be damn'd to the end of the 
world, 

From what he has made this ſecond 
eftimate—unleſs from the parental good- 
neſs of God—I don't know—I am much 
more at a loſs what could be in Francil- 
cus Riberra's bead, who pretends that no 
leſs a ſpace than one of two hundred Ita- 
lian miles multiplied into itſelf, will be 
ſufficient to hold the like number—he cer- 
tainly muſt have gone upon ſome of the 
old Roman ſouls, of which he had read, 
without reflecting how much, by a gra- 
dual and moſt tabid decline, in a courſe 
of eighteen hundred years, they muſt una- 
voidably have ſhrunk, ſo as to have come, 
when he wrote, almoſt to nothing. 
Ix Leſfius's time; who ſeems the cooler 
man, they were as mis as can de ima- 
gined— F | | 

—We find them leſs now—' 2 

And next winter we ſhall find them leſs 
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again; ſo that if we ge on * little te 
leſs, and from leſs to nothing, 1 hefitate 
not one moment to affirm, that in half a 
century, at this rate, we ſhall have no 


ſouls at all ; which being the period beyond 


which I doubt likewiſe of the exiftence 
of the Chriftian faith, twill be one ad- 
vantage that both of them will be exact- 
ly worn out together— . 


Bleſſed Jupiter! and bleſſed every other 


heathen god and goddeſs! for now ye will 
all come into play again, and with Pria« 
pus at your tails—what jovial times!—— 
But where am I? and into what a deli- 
cious riot of things am I ruſhing ? * —1 
who. muſt be cut [bort in the midſt of my 
days, and taſte no more of em than what 
1 borrow from my imagination——Peace 
to thee, generous fool! and let me 80 on. 


CHA P. Xv. Mt 

80 bathed. I ay, to wake 7 
of nothing —I intruſted it with the poſt- 
boy, as ſoon as ever I got off the ſtones; 
he gave a crack with his whip to balance 
the compliment; and with the thill-horſe 
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trotting, and a ſort of an up and a down 
of the other, we danced it along to Ailly 
aux clochers, famed in days of yore for 
the fineſt chimes in the worlds but we 
danced through it without muſie— —the 
chimes being greatly out of order - (as in 
truth they were through all France.) 
And ſo making all poſſible ſpeed, from 
Ailly aux clochers, I got to Hixcourt, 
from Hixcourt, I got to Pequignay, and 
from Pequignay, I got to Amiens, 
concerning which town. I have nothing to 
inform you, but what I have informed 
you once before — and that was — that Ja- 
natone went there to ſchool. | 


T ovy 
N FE 


CHAP. XVL 


| In the whole catalogue of thoſe whiffling 
vexations which come puffing acroſs, a 


man's canyals, there is not one of a more 
tealing and tormenting nature, than this 
particular one which I am going to de- 
ſcribe—and for which, (unleſs you travel 


with an avance-courier, which numbers 


do in order to prevent it )—there is no 
belp; and it is this: | 
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That be you in never ſo kindly a pro“ 
penſity to lleep—though you are palling 
perhaps through the fineſt country—upon 
the beſt roads—and in the eaſieſt carriage 
for doing it in the world—nay, was you 
lure you could ſleep fifty miles ſtraight 
forwards, without once opening your eyes 
—nay, what is more, was you as demon- 
ſtratively ſatisfied as you can be of any 
truth in Euclid, that you ſhould upon all 
accounts be full as well aſleep as awake 
—nay perhaps better—Yet the inceſſant 
returns of paying for the horſes at every 
Rage—with the neceſſity thereupon of put- 
ting your hand into your pocket, and 
counting out from thence, three livres fif- 
teen ſous (ſous by ſous) puts an end to 
ſo much of the project, that you cannot 


execute above fix miles of it (or ſuppoling 


it is a poſt and a half, that is but nine) 
were it to ſave your ſoul from deſtruction. 

-u be even with em, quoth I, for 
Fil put the preeiſe ſum into a piece of 
paper, and hold it ready in my hand all 
the way: Now I ſhall have nothing to 
do,” laid 1 (compofing myſelf to reft) 


** bat to drop this genely into the poſt- 


- 
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boy's hat, and not ſay a word.” — Then 
there wants two ſous more to drink— ot 
there is a twelve ſous piece of Louis XIV. 
which will not paſs—or a livre and ſome 
odd liards to be brought over from the 
laſt ſtage, which Monſieur had forgot; 
which altercations (as a man cannot diſ- 
pute very well aſleep) rouſe him: ſtill is 
ſweet ſleep retrievable; and ſtill might 
the fleſh weigh down the ſpirit, and re- 
covet itſelf of theſe blows—but then, by 
heaven! you have paid but for a ſingle 
poſt—whereas tis a poſt and a half; and 
this obliges you to pull out your book of 
poſt-roads, the print of which is ſo very 
ſmall, it forces you to open your eyes; 
whether you will or no: then Monkeur le 
Cure offers you a pinch of ſnuff—or a 
poor ſoldier ſhews you his leg—or a 
ſhaveling his box—or the prieſteſſe of the 
ciſtern will water your wheels—they do 
not want it—but [he ſwears by her prie/t- 

hood (throwing it back) that they do: 
then you have all theſe points to argue, 
or conſider over in your mind; in doing 
of which, the rational powers get ſo tho- 
roughly awakened- you may get em to 
lleep again as you can. 
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It was entirely owing to one of theſe 
misfortunes, or I had palſed clean by the 
fables of Chantilly | 
E But, the poſtillion firſt affirmioe, __ 
then perſiſting in it to my face, that there 
was no mark upon the two ſous piece, I 
opened my eyes to be convinced — and 
ſeeing the mark upon it, as plain as my 
noſe I leaped out of the chaiſe in a pal: 
lion, and ſo ſaw every thing at Chantilly 
in ſpite. I tried it but for three polts and 
a half, but believe tis the beſt principle 
in the world to trayel ſpeedily upon; for 
as few objects look very inviting in that 
mood -v have little or nothing to ſtop 

ou; by which means it was that I paſſed 
through St. Dennis, without turning my 
bead ſo much as on one fide towards the 
Abbey— 

 —Richneſs of their treaſury ! finff and 
nonſenſe !—bating their jewels, which are 
all falſe, I would not give three ſous for 
any one thing in it, but Judas's lantern— 


vor for that either, only as it grows dark, 


it might be of uſe. 
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CHA E. VII. Negthatt 


310 


ce: Ne — . . — -erack, 
crack — ſo this is Paris! quoth } I, (conti- 
nuing in the fame mood) — and this is 
Paris !—humph!—Paris! cried j repeat- 
ing the name a third time— 

The firſt, the fineſt, the moſt brilliant 

be ſtreets bowever are nalty ; 15 

But it looks, 1 ſuppoſe, better than it 
ſmell;—erack, erack—erack, crack—What 
a fuſs thou makeft!—as if it concerned 
the good people to be informed, That a 
man with a pale face, and clad in black, 
had the honour to be driven into Paris at 
nine 0 'clock at night, by a poſiillion in a 
tawny yellow jerkin turned up with red 
calamanco - crack, crack —erack, crack — 
crack, crack—T wiſh thy whip— | 
But tis the ſpirit of thy nation; fo 
crack—crack on. 

—Ha! —and no one gives the wall !— 
but in the ScnooL of UzBaniTY herſelf, 
if the walls are beſh- t—bow can you do 
otherwiſe? | K 

And prithee 9 de they light "the 
lamps ? What? — never in the ſamwer 
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months !—Ho! tis the time of ſallads.— 
O rare! ſallad and ſoup—ſoup and \allad | 
—fallad and ſoup, encore —-— | 
'5Tis too much for finners. 
Now I cannot bear the barbarity of it; 
how can that unconſcionable coachman 
talk ſo much bawdy to that lean horſe? 
Don't you ſee, friend, the ſtreets are lo 
villanouſly : narrow , that there i is not room 
in all Paris to turn a wheel-barrow'? In 
the grandeft city of the whole world, it 
would not have been amils, if they bad 
been left a thought wider; nay, were it 
only ſo much in every fingle ſtreet, as 
that a man might know (was it only for 
3 on which fide of it he was 
walkin e e e TINA 
One - tw] — three — four — 2 — X — 
ſeven—eight—nine—ten.— — Ten cooks' 
ſhops! and twice the number of barbers! 
and all within three minutes driving; one 
would think that all the cooks in the, 
world, on ſome great merry-meeting with 
the barbers, by joint conſent had ſaid— 
Come, let us all go live at Paris: the 
French love good eating — they are all 
*gourmands—we ſhall rank high; if theit 
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god. is their belly—their cooks muſt be 
gentlemen ; and for as much as the, Peri; 
wig maketh the man , and the periwig- 
maker maketh the periwig, —ergo, would 
the barbers ſay, we [hall rank higher ſtill 
—we ſhall be above you all- we hall 
be Capitouls* at leafi—pard; ! We ſhall 
all wear [words—. es of 
: —And lo „one would 8 (that is 
by candle-light, — but there. is no de- 
pending upon it) they continue to do te 
this day. 


o * 9 Fs I 
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4 


Tu E French. « are 3 Hifangere 
flood: — —but Whether the fault is theirs, 
in not ſufficiently explaining themſely2s „ 
or ſpeaking with that exact limitation and. 
preciſion, which one would expect ona; 


point of ſuch importance, and which, „ 


moreover, is lo likely to be conteſted by 
us or whether the fault; may not be al- 
together on our fide, in not underſtanding, 
their language, aleay's: ſq Ware as to 


{3 {7 {1633 


Chief Magiſtrate of Tentbuſ © etc, ett. etc. 
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know 6 what | they would be at%—t chall 
not decide; but tis evident o me, when 
they affirm, * That they who have ſeen 
Haris, have ſeen every thing ,” they muſt 
mean to ſpeak of thoſe who have Teen it 
by day-light. | qt : nee 

As for candle-light,—I give "it up—1 
have ſaid before, there was no depending 
upon it—and 1 repeat it again; but not 
becauſe tlie lights and chades are tos ſharp 
—or the tints 'confounded—or that there 
is neither beauty or keeping, „ e 
for that's not truth— but it is an uncertain 
light in this reſpect, That in all the five 
Hundred grand Hotels, which they num. 
der up 10 you in Patis—and the five bun- 
dred good things, ; at a modeſt computa- 
tion (for tis only allowing one good thing 
to a Hotel), which by candle-light are 
beſt to be een, falt, heard and underfiood 
(which, y the by, is a qlotation from! 
Liny) the devil a one of us out of fifty: 
can get our heads fairly ihtaft in among 
AA , 

This is no part of the French computa» 
tion; tis fimply this, 

That by the laſt | ſurvey taken in Ihe 


12 
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year one thouſand ſeven hundred fixteen, 

fince which time there have been conki- 

derable augmentations, Paris does con- 

tain nine hundred ſtreets; (vis). 

In the quarter called the city— —there 
are fifty-three ſtreæts. 

In St. James of the ine sn five 

161 -Der 27tC* SY | 

In St. Oportune, thirty- four -fireets.' 

In the quarter of the Louvre, twenty- -five 
ſtreets. 4 

In the Palais Royal, or St. mann z 
ty nine ſtreets. | 

In Mont. Martyr, forty-one fireets. 

In St. Euſtace, twenty-nine fireets, 

In the Halles, twenty-ſeyen ſtreets. 

In St. Dennis, fifty-five ſtreets. 

In St. Martin, fifty-ſour fireets. 

* * Paul, or the Mortellerie, pe 
ſeven ſtreets. 3 TUES 

The Greve, thirty- eight. roots. | 

In Si. Avoy , or the Verrerie „ ninsteen 

„  ftreets, _ 

In the Marais, „or the Temple, f ffty-two 
ſtreets, 

In St, Antony's 6xty-eight Breets., .. 

In the r n, eitbty- one Aroets.« 


if oy „ + Q —— > 
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In St. Bennet, fixty. ſtreetrs. 
In St. Andrews des Ares, ons 2 | 
In the quarter of the Luxembourg, fixty, _. | 
two ſtreets. 
And in that of St. Germain, fiſty- five ſtreets. 
Into any of which you may walk; and 
that when you have ſeen them, with all 
that belongs to them, fairly by day- light 
— their gates, their. bridges, their ſquares, 
their ſtatues — — and have cruſaded it 
moreover through all their pariſh churches, 
by no means omitting St. Roche and Sul- 
pice—— and to erown all, having taken 
a walk to the four palaces, which you 
may ſee either with or without the ſtatues 
and pictures, juſt as you choole—+ - 
— Then you will have ſee nn 
—but, tis what no one needeth to tell 
you, for you will read it yourſelf upon. 
the portico of the Lore „in theſe words, 4 


Eanrn no sven rolks !—x0 rorns | 

* ER SUCK A TOWN © 1 
As Paris 15 Sms, DERRY ,, DERRY 
DOWN. © 


it 


* pow: orbis nie; non urbem xens _ 
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TRISTRAM SHANDY, At 
The French have a gay way of treating 


every thing that is Great; and that is all 
can be laid upon WP 


C H AP. XVIII. 


IN mentioning the word gay (as in the 
cloſe of the laſt chapter) it puts one (i. e. 


an author) in mind of the word Spleen— : 


eſpecially if he has any thing to ſay upon 
it: not that by any analyfis—or that from 
any table of intereſt or genealogy, there 
appears much more ground of alliance 
betwixt them, than betwixt light and dark- 
neſs, or any two of the moſt unfriendly 


oppolites in nature—only 'tis an under- 


craft of authors to keep up a good un- 
derſtanding amongſt words, as politicians 


do amongſt men—not knowing how near 


they may be under the neceſſity of plac- 
ing them to each other—which point being 
now gained, and that I may place mine 
exactly to my mind, 1 write it down 
bere—- — 


Triſtram Sandy. Vol, VAI. D 


—— ——— — 
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SPL EE N. 


This, upon 8 Chantilly y 1 a 
ed to be the beſt principle in the world 
to travel ſpeedily upon; but I gave it only 
as matter of opinion. I ſtill continue in 
the ſame ſentiments—only I had not then 
experience enough of its working to add 
this, that though you do get on at a tear- 
ing rate, yet you get on but uneafily te 
yourſelf at the ſame time ; for which reaſon 
I here quit it entirely, and for ever; and 
'tis heartily at any one's ſervice—it has 
| ſpoiled me the digeſtion of a good ſupper, 
and brought on a bilious diarrkaea, which 
has brought me back again to the firſt prin- 
ciple on which I ſet out—and with which 
I ſhall now ſcamper it away to the bauks 
of the Garonne 

— —No;— —I cannot flop a moment 
to give you the character of the people— 
their genius their manners—their cuſtoms. 
their laws—their religion—their goyern- 
ment—their manufactures—their commerce 
their finances, with all the reſources and 
hidden ſprings which ſuftain them; qua- 
lifed as I may be, by ſpending three days 
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and two nights amongſt them, and during 
all that time, making theſe things the 
entire ſubject of my — and reflec. 
tions — b 
Still—ſtill I muſt aviay——tho roads are 
paved—the poſts are ſhort—the days are 
long—'tis no more than noon—1. ſhall be 
at Fontainebleau before the king,—— 
— Was he going there? not that I 


CH {A P. i XX. C 

N ow I decte' to kin a acting eſpecial- 
ly it he be a traveller, complain that we 
do not get on lo faſt in France as we do 
in England; whereas we get on much 
faſter, conſideratis conſiderandis thereby 
always meaning, that if you weigh their 
vehicles with the mountains of baggage 
which you lay both before and behind upon 
them— and then conſider their puny horſes, 
with the very little they give them—/tis 
a wonder they get on at all: their ſuffer- 
ing is moſt unchriſtian, and tis evident 
thereupon to me, that a French poſi-horſe 
would not know what in the world to do, 


D 2 


| 
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was it hot for the two words: ***#*#* and 
run, in which there is as much ſuſte- 
nance, as if you gave him a peck of corn: 
now as theſe words coſt nothing, I long 
from my ſoul to tell the reader what they 
are, but here is the queſtion— they muſt 


be told him plainly, and wich the moſt 


diftiact articulation, or it will anſwer no 
end—and-yet. to do it in that plain way 
— though their reverences may laugh at 
it in the bed-chamber—full well I wot, 
they will abuſe it in the parlour; for which 
cauſe, I have been volving and revolving 
in my fancy ſome time, but to no purpoſe, 
by what clean device or facete contrivance 


- might ſo modulate them, that whilſt I 


ſatisfy tat ear which the reader chooſes 
to lend me I might not dillatisfy the other 
which he keeps to himſelf. 

My ink burns my fingers to a I 
and when I have—'twill have a worle 
eee will burn 6 wy my 
paper. | | 
e ilk dare le 

But if you wilh to know how the ab- 
bels of Audoüũillets, and a noviee of her 
convent got over the difficulty (only firſt. 
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wiſhing myſelf all imaginable ſucceſs 6 
II tell A without a leaſt NO" 


14 * 40 


CHAP. XXI. 


Tax  abbeſs of Andoiillets, which if 
you look into the large ſet of provincial 
maps now publiſhing at Paris, you will 
find fituated amongſt the hills which divide 
Burgundy from Savoy, being in danger of 
an Anchyloſis or ſtiff joint (the ſinovia of 
her knee becoming bard by long matins) 
and having tried every remedy— —firſt, 
prayers and thanklgiving; —then invoca- 
tions to all the ſaints in heaven promiſeuouſ- 
ly then particularly to every ſaint who 
had ever had a ſtiff leg before! her—the 
touching it with all the reliques of the con- 
vent, principally with the thigh bone of the 
man of Lyſtra, who had been impotent 
from his youth—then wrapping it up in 
her veil when ſhe went to bed — then 
erols-wiſe her roſary—then bringing in to 
her aid the ſecular arm, and anointing it 
with oils and hot fat of animals—then 
treating it with emollient and reſolving fo- 
mentations—then with poultices of marſh- 


* 


mallows, mallows, bonus Henricus, white 
lilies and fenugreek — then taking the 
woods, I mean the ſmoke of em, holding 
her ſcapulary acroſs her lap—then decoc- 
tions of wild chicory, water-creſles, cher- 
vil, ſweet cecily aud cochlearia—and no- 
thing all this while anſwering, was pre- 
vailed on at laſt to try the hot. baths of 
Bourbon—ſo having firſt obtained leave of 
the viſitor- general to take care of her ex- 
itence—ſhe ordered all to be got ready 
for her journey: a novice of the convent 
of about ſeyenteen, who had been troub- 
led- with a withloe in her middle finger, 
by: ticking it conſtantly into the abbels's 
caſt poultices, etc,—had gained ſuch an 
intereſt, that overlooking: a ſeiatical old 
nun, who might have been ſet up for 
ever by the hot baths. of Bourbon, Mar- 
garita, the little noyice was elected as the | 
; GOA of the journey. 
An old calaſh, belonging to ne abbeſs F 
lined with green frize, was ordered to be 
drawn out into the nabe gardener of 
the convent being choſen muleteer, led 
out the two old mules to clip the hair 
from the rump-end of their tails, whilſt 
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4 couple of, lay-fiſters , were buſjed, the 
one in darning the lining, and the, other 
in ſewing. en. the ſhreds; of yellow. bind» 
ing, which; the teeth of time had unravel- 
led—the under-gardener. dreſs'd. the mu- 
leteer's hat in hot: wine · les and a tailor 
ſat muſically at it, in à ſhed oyer- .againſt 
the convent, in aſſorting four dozen ,of 
bells for the harneſs, whiſtling to each 
bell as he tied; it on with a thong—. -- 

— The carpenter and the ſmith, of An- 
doiiillets held a couneil of. wheels; and 
by ſeven, the morning after, all look'd 
ſpruce, and was ready. at the gate of the 
convent for the bot. baths of Bourbon — 
—two rows of the unfortunate ood ready 
there an hour before, _ 

The abbeſs of Andoiillets , 3 
by Margarita the novice, advanced [lowly 
to the calaſh, both clad in white, with 
their black rolaries hanging at their 
breaſts— 

—There was a ſimple tolemnity i in the 
contraſt: they entered the calaſlh ; the 
nuns in the ſame uniform, ſweet emblem 
of innocence, each occupied a window , 


and as the abbeſs and Margarita look'd 


* 
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üp—eück (the faaticat poor hun excepted) 
Deach ftteam' d dut the end of het veil 
in the air then kffs'd the lily hand which 
let it go; the gobd abbeſs and Margarita 
laid heit lands faint-· wile i upon their breaſts 
Aook'd up ts heaven—then to them— 
and look'd © God blefs you, dear fters.” 

I dectare I am intereſted in this 0 
and wiſh 'T hat been there. 

The gardener, whom I ſhall now call 
the muleteer, was alittle , hearty , broad- 
et, good-natuzed, chattering, toping kind 
of a fellow, who troubled his head very 
little with the hows and whens of life; ſo 
had mortgaged a month of his conventical 
wages in a borrachio, or leathern caſk of 
wine, which he had diſpoſed behind the 
calaſh, with a large ruſſet-coloured riding- 
coat over it, to guard it from the ſun 
and as the weather was hot, and he, 
not a niggard of his labours, walking ten 
times more than he rode—he found more 
occaſions than thoſe of nature, to fall back 
to the rear of his carriage; till by frequent 
coming and going, it had ſo happen'd, 
that all his wine had leak'd out at the 
legal vent of the borrachio, before one- 
half of the journey was finilh'd- 
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Man is a creature born to habitudes. 
The day had been ſultry—the evening was 
delicious — the wine eee 

Burgundian hill on which it grew was 
ſeep—a little tempting buſh over the door 
of a cool cottage at the foot of it, hung 
vibrating in full harmony with the paſſions 
—a gentle air ruſtled diſtinctly through the 
leaves—**Come—come, thirſty muleteer— 
come in. im . 

— The muleteer was a ſon 10 Aae „I 
need not ſay one word more. He gave the 
mules, each of em, a ſound lach, and 
Looking in the abbeſs's and Margarita's 
faces (as he did it) —as much as to ſay 
* here I am“ —he gave a ſecond good 
erack—as much as to ſay to his mules, 
te get on“ —ſo linking behind, he enter'd 
the little inn at the foot of the hill. 
The muleteer, as I told you, was 2 
little, joyous; chirping- fellow, who thought 
not of to-morrow, nor of what had gone 
before, or what was to follow it; provid · 
ed he got but his ſcantling of Burgundy, 
and a little chit- chat along with it; ſo en- 
tering into a long converſation, us how 
he was chief gardener to the convent e 

Triſtram Shandy, Vol. VII. E 
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Andodillets, etc. etc, and out of friend - 
ſhip for the abbeſs and Mademoiſelle Mar- 
garita, who was only in her noviciate, he 
had come along with them from the con- 
fines of Savoy, ete.— ete.— and as how ſhe 
had got a white ſwelling by her devotions 
and what a nation of herbs he had pro- 
eured to mollify her humours, ete. etc. and 
that if the waters of Bourbon did not 
mend that leg—ſhe might as well be lame 
of both etc. etc. eto. —he ſo contrived his 
ftory , as abſolutely to forget the heroine 
bf it—and wich her the little novice, and 

what-was a more tickliſh point to be forgot 
than both—the two mules; who being erea- 
tures that take advantage of the world, 
inaſmuch as their parents took it of them 
—and; they not being in a condition to 
return the obligation \dozwnwards (as men 
and women and beaſis are) —they do it. 
ſide- Ways, and long · ways, and back · Ways 
and up-hill, and down-bill, and which 
way they can. — Philoſophers,. with all 
their ethies, have never \confidered this 
zightly — how ſhould-,the poor muleteer 
men, in his cups, confider; it at all? He 
did not in the leaf tis time. we do; let 


— 
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us leave him then in the vortex of his 
element, the happieſt and moſt thought- 
leſs of mortal men—and'for a moment let 
us look after the mules, the n! and 
ä 

By virtue of the muleteer's two 120 
ſtrokes, the mules had gone quietly on, fol- 
lowing their own conlciences up the bill, 
- till they bad conquer'd about one-half of 
it ; when the elder of them, a ſhrewd 
crafty old devil, at the turn of an angle, 
giving a fide glance , and no lr be- 
hind them— 

By my fig! ſaid ſhe, ITE) rn go no 
further And if I do, replied the . 
they ſhall wake a drum of my hide.— 

And ſo with one conſent oy IT 
rae Aon 0 3 
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=Gzr on with you, | faid the abbeſs. | 
WB. :yſh—yfh—cried Margarita. 
'Sh---a—ſhu- u—ſhu -ou—=ſh--aw— 

fhaw'd the abbels. 


— Whu=r—w——vhew—w—w—_ 
; of 


-” — - mn 8 _ * 
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whuy'd Margarita, purſing up her fweet 


lips betwixt a hoot and a whiſtle. _ 


Thump —thump—thuwp—obſtreperated 


| the abbeſs of Andovillets with the end of 


her gold-headed cane againſt the bottom 
of the calaſh— 
The old mule let a So a: 


on! A P. XXIII. 


Wr are ruin'd and undone, my child, 
faid the abbeſs to Margarita —we ſhall be 
here all night—we ſhall be plunder'd— 
we ſhall be raviſh'd — | 

_ —Weſhall be raviſh'd, ſaid, Margarita 
as ſure as a gun. 

Sancta Maria! wich the abbeſs 755 
zetting the Oh) why was I govern'd by 
this wicked Riff joint? why did I leave 
the convent of Andoiwillets? and why didſt 
thou not ſuffer thy ſervant to g0 unpol- 
luted to her tomb? e TAIL 

O my finger! 0 Artes cried. 'the no- 
vice, catching fire at the, word ſervant— 
why was I not content to put it here, or 


there, any where rather than be in this 
. Rrait ? | 


ts ng Fe Ph 
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—Strait! ſaid the abbeſs. 
Strait aid the novice; for terrour had 


firuck their underftandings—the one knew 


not what ſhe ſaid—the other what ſhe 
anſwered. - | bugs 
O my virginity! cried the abbeſs. 
—Inity!—inity! ſaid the novice, ſobbing. 


CH AP, XXIV. 
My dear mother, quoth the novice com- 


ing alittle to herſelf, —there are two certain 
words, which I have been told will force 


any horſe, or als, or mule, to go up a 


hill whether he will or no; be he never 
ſo obſtinate or ill-will'd, the moment he 
hears them utter'd, he obeys. They are 
words magic! cried the abbeſs, in the ut- 
moſt horrour— No, replied Margarita calm 
ly—but they are words ſinful.— What are 
they? quoth the abbeſs, interrupting her, 
They are finful in the firſt degree, anſwer- 


ed Margarita ,—they are mortal—and if 
we are raviſh'd and die unabſolved of 


them, we ſhall both—But you may pro- 


nounce them to me, quoth the abbeſs of 


Andotiilets=They cannot, my dear mo- 


5 
| 
| 
{if 
| 
. 
1 
| 
| 
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ther, ſaid the novice, be pronounced at 


all; they will make all the blood in one's 


body fly up into one's face—But you may 


whiſper them in my ear, quoth the abbeſs, 


Heaven! hadſt thou no guardian angel 
to delegate to the inn at the bottom of the 
hill? was there no generous and friendly 
ſpirit unemployed—no agent in nature, 
by ſome monitory ſhivering, creeping along 
the artery which led to his heart, to rouze 
the muleteer from his banquet ?—no [weet 


minſtrelſy to bring back the fair idea of 


the abbeſs and INN „ With their black 
roſaries! 
Rouſe! roule | W tis too late the hor- 


rid words are pronounced this moment.— 
And how to tell them Te, who can 
ſpeak of every thing exiſting, with unpol - 


mn nn dN me... 
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Aw fins whatever, tie the abbeſs, 
turning 'caſuiſt in the diſtreſs they were 
under, are held by the confeſſor of our 
convent to be either mortal or venial : 
there is no further diviſion. Now a venial 


1 


8 
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fin being the ſlighteſt and leaſt of all fins; 


| —being halved—by taking, either only 


the half of it, and leaving the reft—or, 
by taking it all, and amicably halving it 
betwixt yourſelf and another perſon—in 
courſe becomes diluted into no fin at all. 

Now I ſee no lin in ſaying, bon, bou, 
so, Bou, bon, a hundred times together; 
nor is there any turpitude in pronouncing 


the ſyllable ger, ger, ger, ger, ger, were 


it from our matins to our veſpers: There- 
fore, my dear daughter, continued the 


abbeſs of Andoüũillets—I will ſay Sou, and 
thou ſhalt ſay ger; and then alternately, 


as there is no more fin in foz than in bow 
thou ſhalt ſay fou—and I will come in 
(like fa, ſo, la, re, mi, ut, at our com- 
plines) with fer. And accordingly the ab- 


bels, giving the pitch note, ſet off thus: 


4 Abbeſs, | Bou —— bou -- bou 


Margarita, } ——ger, -- ger, - ger. 


4 


Margarita, J Fou - fou -- fou 


Abbeſs, J ter, ter, - ter. 
The two mules acknowledged the notes 


by. a mutual laſh of their tails ; but it went 


no further, —'Twill anſwer by an' by. 
laid the novice. 


CAA ˙ a — 
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Abbeſs, I Bou-bou-bou-bou-bou-bou- 
Margazits, ——ger, ger, ger, ger, ger, ger, 
Quicker till, cried Margarita, «x64 
Fou, fou, ſou, fou, fou, fou, fou, fou, 
fou 9 ** 
Quicker kill, cried Margarita, | 
Bou, bou, ons bou, bou, bou, _ 
. bou. 8 
Qauicker am —God an mo l ſaid 
the -abbeſs. They do not underſtand! us; 


_ cried "Margarita. — But the Devil does, 
laid the: abbelſs of Andoüillets. 


918 v7 fot 111 
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8 a tract * e have I aw 
—how many degrees nearer to the warm 
ſun am I advanced, and how many fair 
and goodly cities have I ſeen, during the 
time you have been reading, and reflect- 
ing, Madam, upon this ftory! There's 
FonTArNEBLEAU, and Sens, and Jortcny, 
and Auxr RRS, and D1zox the capital of 
Burgundy „ and CRATLON, and Macon the 

capital of the Maconeſe, and a ſcore more 
upon the road to Lyons - and now TI have 
run them over—I1 might as well talk to 
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you of ſo many market · towns in the moon, 
as tell you one word about them: it will 
be this chapter at the leaſt, if not both 
this and the next RP loſt, do what 
I will—- 
— Why, tis a firange ſtory! Triftram, 
— Alas! Madam, 
had it been upon ſome melancholy lecture 
of the croſs—the peace of meekneſs, or 
the contentment of refignation—lI had not 
been incommoded: or had I thought of 
writing it upon the purer abſtractions of 
the ſoul, and that food of wiſdom, and 
holineſs, and contemplation, upon which 
the ſpirit of man (when ſeparated from 
the body) is to lubſiſt for ever—you would 
have come with a better appetite from it.— 
I wiſh I never had wrote it: but as 
I never blot any thing out—let us uſe ſome 
honeſt means to get it out of our heads 
directly. | 
—Pray reach me my fool's mi fear 
you fit upon it, re cer under _ 
cuſhion—T'll put it on.— | 
'Bleſs me! you have had it upon your 


head this half hour. There then let it ay, 
with a 


* 
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and a fa -· ri diddle-d D Nu Vigghe 
and a kigh-dum—dye-dam 1 2:41 »d 
nddle - dumb. 


And now, Madam, we may venture, 
1 . rt a little to go on. | | 


0 HA P. r e „d h 
e you * ! of aden Lows 
(in caſe you are alk'd) is, that it Rands 
about forty miles (ſouth ſomething) from 
Paris, in the middle of a large foreft— 
That there is ſomething great in it—That 
the king goes there once every two or three 
years; with his whole court, for the plea- 
ſure of the chace—and that during that 
earnival of ſporting, any Engliſh gentle» 
man of faſhion, (you need not forget your- 
ſelf) may be: accommodated with a nag 
or two, to partake of the ſport, taking 
care only not to out-gallop the king. 
Though there are two reaſons why you 
need not talk loud of this to every one. 
Firſt, Becauſe it will make the ſaid nags 
the harder to be got; and 
Secondly , 'Tis not a word of it une | 
Altons ! 
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As for Sens - you may diſpatch it in a 
word. Tis an archiepiſcopal ſee.” . 
For Jorenx- the leſs, I think, one 
ſays of it, the beer. 00gu moi 5; 
But for AuxkgRAB—I could go on for 
ever; for in my grand tour through Eu- 
rope, in which, after all, my father (not 
caring to truſt me with any one) attended 
me himſelf with my uncle Toby and Trim, 
and Obadiah, and indeed moſt of the fa. 
mily, except my mother, who being taken 
up with the project of knitting my father 
a pair of large worſted breeches— (the 
thing is common ſenſe) — and ſhe not car- 
ing to be put out of her way, ſhe ſtaid 
at home at SuAnů»Vr-HALL, to keep things 
right during the expedition; in which, I 
ſay, my father ſtopping us two days at 
Auxerre, and his reſearches being ever 
of ſuch a nature, that they would have 
found fruit even in a deſert—he has left 
me enough to ſay upon AuxxRRR: in ſhort, 
wherever my father went—but 'twas more 
remarkably. ſo, in this journey: through 
France and Italy, than in any other ſtages. 
of his life—his road ſeemed to lie ſo much 
on one hde of that, wherein all other 
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travellers. had gone before him—he ſaw 
kings and courts,,and filks-of all colours, 
in ſuck firange lights—and his remarks and 
reaſonings upon the characters, the man- 
ners and euſtoms of the countries we palſs'd 
over, were ſo oppoſite to thoſe of all other 
mortal men, particularly thoſe of my uncle 
Toby and Trim—(to ſay nothing of myſelf) 
—and to crown all—the occurrences and 
ſcrapes which we were perpetually 'meet- 
ing and getting into, in conſequence of 
his ſyſtems and opiniatry—they were of ſo 
odd, ſo mixed and tragicomical a contex- 

ture—That, the whole put together, it 
appears of ſo different a ſhade and tint 
from any tour of Europe, which was ever 
executed—that I will venture to pronounce 
—the fault muft be mine and mine only 
—if it be not read by all travellers and 
travel-readers, till travelling is no more, 
Sor, Which comes to the fame point— 
till the world, finally, takes it into its 
head to ſtand ſtill, "© + | 

— But this rich bale is not to be opena 
now; except a [mall thread or two of it, 
merely to unravel the myſtery of my father's 
fiay at AuxxRxRE.— As I have mentioned 


— 
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11— tis too (light to be kept ſuſpended; 
and when ' tha wove ene, ne 
of it: 4 
We'll 80, We „ Toby, ſaid my father, 
hilft dinner is coddling — to the abbey 
Saint Germain, if it, be only to..ſee theſe 
bodies, of which Monſieur Sequiet has 
given ſuch a recommendation. —Ijll go ſee 
any body, quoth my uncle Toby; for he 
was all compliance through every ſep of 
the journey —Defend me! ſaid my father 
they are all mummies—Then one need 
not have, quoth my uncle Toby—Shave! 
no—cried my father — twill be more like 
relations to go with our beards on 80 out 
we ſallied, the corporal lending his maſter 


his arm, and bringing up the rear, to the 


abbey of Saint Germain. > 

Every thing is very fine, cn very rick, 
and very ſuperb, and very magnificent, 
ſaid my father, addreſſing himſelf to the 
lagriſtan, who was a young brothers of the 


order of Benedictines — but our curiofity 


has led us to ſee the bodies, of which 
Monſieur Sequier has given the world ſo 
exact a deſuription.— The ſaeriſtan made 
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he had always in the veſtry ready for the 
purpoſe; he led us inté the tomb of St. 
Herebald This, ſaid the ſacriſtan, lay ing 
his hand upon the tomb, was a renowned 
prince of the houſe of Bavaria, who under 
the ſacceſſive reigns of Charlemagne, Louis 
le Debonair, and Charles the Bald, bore 
_ a great ſway in the government, and hall 
a principal hand in bringing r haven 
into order and diſcipline— 

— Then he has been as Pest lat my 
uncle, in the field, as in the-cabinet—T- 

dare ſay he has been a gallant ſoldier— 
He was a monk - aid che ſacriftan.” 

My uncle Toby and Trim ſobght com- 
fort in each other's faces - but found it not: 
my father elapp'd both his hands upon bis 
cod- piece, which was a way he had when 
any thing hugely tickled bim; for though 
he hated a monk, and the very ſmell of 
a monk worſe than all the devils in hell-— 
yet the ſhot hitting my unele Toby and 
Trim ſo much Harder than him, twas a 
relative triumph, and put him into the 
gayeſt humour inthe World 
* And pray what do you call this gentle- 
man? quoth my father, tather ſportingly. 


* 
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This tomb, ſaid: the young Benedictine, 
looking downwards, contains the bones 
of Saint Maxima', who came from Raven- 
na on purpole to touch the body - 
Of Saint Maximus, ſaid my father, 
popping in with his ſaint before him 
they were two of the greateſt ſaints in the 
whole martyrology, added my father 
Excuſe me, [ſaid the ſacriſtan— twas to 
touch the bones of Saint Germain, the 
builder of the abbey— And what did ſhe 
get by it? ſaid my uncle Toby— What does 
any woman get by it? [aid my father 
Mazxrvapen., : replied the young Bene- 
dictine , making a bow don to the ground, 
and [uttering the word with ſo humble, 
but decifive a cadence, it diſarmed my fa- 
ther for, a moment. Tis ſuppoſed, cont» 
nued the. Benedictine, that St. Maxima 
bas lain in this tomb four hundred years, 
and two hundred before her canonization 
— Tis but a flow riſe, brother Toby, 
quoth my father, in this ſelf - ſame army 
of martyrs.—A deſperate. ſlow. one, an 
pleaſe your honour, ſaid Trim, unleſs one 
could purchaſe—I Thould rather. ſell out 
entirely, quoth my unole Toby—L am pret- 
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ty much of your opinion, ne Toby, 
ſaid my fatber. 

Poor St. Maxima! ſaid my hands To- 
wy; low to bimſelf, as we turn'd from her 
tomb. She was one of the faireft and moſt 
beautiful ladies either of Italy or France, 
continued the ſacriftan—But who the deuce 
has got lain down here, beſides her? quoth 
my father, pointing with his cane to a 
large tomb as we walked on—It is Saint 
Optat, Sir, *anſwered the ſacriſtan— And 
properly is St. Optat placed! ſaid my fa- 
ther: And what is Saint Optat's ' ory ? 
continued he. Saint Optat, . the 
ſacriſtan, was a biſhop— 

II thought ſo, by Nee! eried t ny 
father, interrupting him— Saint Optat !— 
how ſhould St. Optat fail? ſo ſnatching 
out his pocket- book, and the young Bene- 
dictine holding him the torch as he wrote, 
he ſet it down as à new prop to his ſy flem 
of chriſtian names, and I will be bold to 
lay, ſo diſintereſted was he in the ſearch 
of truth,” that had he found a treaſure in 
St. Optat's tomb, it would not have made 
him half ſo rich: TWas as ſucceſsful a 
chort vikt as ever was paid io the dead; 
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and ſo highly was his fancy pleas'd with 
all that had paſſed in it—that he determin · 
ed at once to ſtay another day in Auxerre. 
I'll fee. the reſt of theſe good gentry to- 
morrow, ſaid my father, as we croſs'd 
over the ſquare. —And while you are pay · 
ing that viſit, brother Shandy, quoth my 
uncle Toby, — the corporal and I will 
mount the ramparts. 


C H A P. XXVIIL 


i. this is the moft puzzled ſkein 
of all—for in this laſt chapter, as far at 
leaſt as it has help'd me through Auxerre, 
I have been getting forwards in two differ- 
ent journies together, and with the ſame 
daſh of the pen—for I have got entirely 
out of Auxerre in this journey which I am 
writing now, and I am got half-way out 
of Auxerre in that which I (hall write 
hereafter—There is but a certain degree 
of perfection in eyery thing, and by puſh- 
ing at ſomething beyond that, I have 
brought myſelf into ſuch a fituation, as ne 
traveller ever ftood before me; for I am 
this moment walking acroſs the market- 
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place of Auxerre with my father and my 
uncle Toby, in our way back to dinner— 
and I am this moment alſo entering Lyons 


with my poſt-chaiſe broke into a thouſand 
Pieces —- and I am moreover this moment in 


a handſome pavilion built by Pringello *, 
upon the banks of the Garonne, which 
Monl. Sligniac has lent me, and where I 
now ſit rhapſodizing all theſe affairs. 

—Let me collect myſelf and purſue my 
journey. 


CHAP, XXIX. 


T AM glad of it, ſaid 1, ſettling the ac- 


count with myſelf as I walked into Lyons 


—my chaiſe being all laid higgledy-piggle- 


dy with my. baggage in a cart, which was 


moving [lowly before me—1 am heartily 
glad, ſaid I, that 'tis all broke to pieces; 


for now I can'go directly by water to Avig- 


oo; e will 00 me on a hundred 


* The ſame Don Priagello. the celebrated | 
Spaniſh architect, of whom my couſin Antony 
has made ſuch honourable mention in a ſcho- 
lium to the Tale inſcribed to his name. 
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and twenty alles of my journey, And not 
coſt nie” ſeven livres — and from thente; 
continued I, bringing forwards the account; 
I can hire a couple of mules—or aſfes, if 
I like, (for nobody knows me) and roſs 
the plains of Languedoc, for almoſt no- 
hing I ſhall gain four hundred livres by 
the misfortune, clear into my purſe; and 
pleaſure ! worth—worth double the money 
by it. With what velocity, continued I. 
clapping my two hands together, ſhall I 
fly down the rapid Rhone, with the Vi- 
VAREs on my right hand, and Davenrny 
on my left, ſcarce ſeeing the ancient cities 
of VizxxA, Valence, and Vivieres! What 
a flame will it rekindle in the lamp, to 
ſnateh a bluſhing grape from the Hermitage 
and Cote-rott, as I ſhoot by the foot of 
them? and what a freſh ſpring in the blood! 
to behold upon the banks adyancing and 
retiring, the caſtles of romance, whence 
courteous knights have whilome reſcued 
the diſtreſs'd — and ſee vertiginous, the 
rocks, the mountains, the cataracts, and 
all the hurry which Nature is in with all 
her great works about her,— 
As Iwent on thus, methought my chaiſs, 
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the wreck of which look'd ſtately enough 
at, the firſt , inſenfibly, grew leſs and leſs 
in its.fize ; the freſhneſs of the painting was 
no more—the gilding, loſt its lufire—and 
the whole affair appear'd ſo poor in my 
eyes. lo ſorry i ſo contemptible! and, in 
a word, ſo. much worſe than the abbeſs of 
Andoiiillet's itſelf — that I was, juſt open» 
ing my mouth to give it to the deyil— 
when a pert vamping chaiſe-undertaker, 
ſtepping nimbly acroſs the ſtreet, demand. - 
ed if Monſieur would have his chaiſe re- 
fitted No, no, ſaid I, ſhaking my head 

fideways— Would Monkeur chooſe to ſell 
it? rejoin'd the undertaker—With all my 
ſoul, ſaid I—the iron work is worth forty 
| livres—and the glaſſes worth forty more 
—and the leather you may take to live on. 

— What a mine of wealth, quoth I, as 
he counted me the money, has this poſt- 
chaiſe. brought me in? And this is my 
uſual method of book-keeping, at leaſt 
with the diſaſters of life making a penny 
of every one of em, as they happen ta 
mee S1 Abit v7 THE, 

—Do, my dear Jenny, tell the world 
for me, how I behaved under one the moſt 
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oppreſſive of its. kind which could befal 
me as a man, proud, as he ought to be, 
of his manhood ' 
'Tis enough, ſaid'ſt thou, coming dats 
up to me, as I flood with my garters, in 
my hand, reflecting upon what had rot 
paſs d Tis enough, Triſtram, and I am | 
ſatisfied, ſaid'ſt thou, whiſpering theſe 


words in my ear, * u v wi res; 


-er ###* — any other man would have 


ſunk down to the centre- y 
a Every thing is good for ſomething, 
quoth I. 


I' go into Wales for fix weeks, and 
drink goat's whey—and I'll gain ſeven 
years longer life for the accident, For which 
reaſon I think myſelfinexcuſable, for blam- | 
ing Fortune ſo often as I have done, for | 
pelting me all my life along, like an un- 
* gracious dutcheſs, as I called her, with 
ſo many [mall evils : ſurely if I have any 
cauſe to be angry with her, 'tis that ſhe 
has not ſent me great ones—a ſcore of | | 
good curſed, bouncing loſſes, would have | 
been as good. as a penſion to me. | 
—One of a hundred a year, or ſo, is | 
all I wiſh-—I would not be at the plague 
of paying land- tax for a larger. 


* 
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ef. XXX. . 


3 I. 
To thoſs who call yexations, Vexa- 
TIONS, as knowing what they are, there 
could not be a greater, than to be the beſt 
part of a day in Lyons, the moſt opulent 
and flouriſhing city in France, enriched 
with the moſt fragments of antiquity—and 
not be able to ſee it. To be withheld upon 
any account, muſt be a vexation; but to 
be withheld by a vexation——muft cer- 
tainly be what philoſophy juftly calls 


eee 
:4 / UPON ; 
VEXATION.. 


1 nad got my two diſhes of milk-coffes 
( which by the by is excellently good 
for a conſumption, but you muſt boil the 
milk and coffee together—otherwile” tis on- 
ly coffee and milk) —and as it was no more 
than eight in the morning, and the boat 
did not go off till noon, IL had time to fee 
enough of Lyons to tire the patience of all 
the friends I had in the world with it. I 
will take a walk to the cathedral, faid 
I looking at my liſt, and ſee the wonder- 
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ful mechaniſm of this great clock of Lip- 
pius of Baſil, in the firſt place—— 7 

Now, of all things in the world, I un- 
derſtand the leaſt of mechaniſm—I have 
neither genius, or taſte, or fancy ,—and 
have a brain ſo entirely unapt for every 
thing of that kind, that I ſolemnly declare 
I was never yet able to comprehend the 
principles of motion of a ſquirrel cage, or 
a common knife-grinder's wheel—though 
I have many an hour of my life look'd 
up- with great devotion at the one—and 
flood by with as much patience as any 
chriſtian ever could do, at the other 

Pll go ſee the ſurpriſing movements of 
this great clock, ſaid I, the very firſt 
thing I do; and then I will pay a viſit to 
the great library of the Jeſuits, and pro- 
cure, if poſſible, a fight of the thirty vo- 
lumes of the general biſtoxy of China, 
wrote (not in the Tartarian) but in the 
Chineſe language, and in the Chineſe 
character too. ! 

Now I almoſt Wirtes as little of the chi- 
neſe language, as I do of the mechaniſm 
of Lippius's clock-work; ſo, why theſe 
ſhould baye joftled themſelves into the 
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two firſt articles. of my liſt—I leave to the 
curious as a problem of Nature, I own it 
looks like one of her ladyſhip's obliqui- 
ties; and they who court her, are inte- 
reſted in finding out her humour as much 
When theſe curioſities are ſgen, quoth I, 
half addreſling myſelf to my valet de place, 
who ſtood behind me—'twill be no hurt if 
WE go to the church of St. Ireneus, and 
ſee the pillar to which Chriſt was tied 
and after that, the houſe were Pontius 
Pilate lived— — Twas at the next town, 
laid the valet de place— —at Vienna. I 
am glad of it, ſaid I, riſing briſkly from 
my chair, and walking acroſs the room 
with firides twice as long as my uſual 
pace“ for ſo much the ſooner ſhall I be 
at the Tomb of the two lovers.” 
What was the caule of this movement, 
and why I took ſuch long firides in ut- 
tering this—I might leave to the curious 
too; but as no principle, of clock-work is 
concern'd in it—'twill be as well for the 
reader if I explain it myſelf... 
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C HAP. XXXI. 


1 5 
1 * 


O: There is a ſweet aera in the life of 
man, when (the brain being tender and 
fibrillous, and more like pap than any 
thing elſe) — a fiory read of two fond 
lovers, ſeparated from each other by cruel 
parents, and by ftill more cruel deftiny— 
Amandus—He 
| Amanda—She— 
each ignorant of the other's courſe, 
He—eaſt .. 
She—weft 
Amandus taken captive by the Turks, and 
earried to the emperourof Morocco's court, 
where the princeſs of Morocco falling in 
love with him; keeps him twenty years 
in priſon, for the love of his Amanda,— —, 
She——(Amanda) all the time wander- 
ing barefoot, and with diſhevell'd hair, 
o'er rocks and mountains inquiring for 
Amandus— — Amandus! Amandus — — 
making every hill and mee to n back 
his name— — - | ; 4 
Amandus! eee ol 
at every town and city fitting down "uy 
| lorn at the gate—Has Amandus! — has 
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my Amandus enter'd—till, — going round, 
and round, and round the world — chance 
unexpected bringing them at the ſame mo- 
ment of the night, though by different 
ways, to the gate of Lyons, their native 
city, and each in well known accents eal- 
Jing out aloud, | 
Is Amandus 
Is my Amanda | Rill alive? 

they fly into each other's arms; and both 
drop down dead for joy. 

There is a ſoft aera in every gentle mor- 
tal's life, where ſuch a ftory affords more 
pabulum' to the brain, than all the Frufis 


and Cruſts, and Ruſts of ny; which- 


travellers can cook up} for it. 


was all that firuck on the right ade 
of the cullendar in my own, of what 


Spon and others, in their accounts of 
Lyons, had ſtrained into it; and finding , 
moreover, in ſome Itinerary ; but in what 
God knows—That: ſacred to the fidelity 


of Amandus 'and Amanda, 8 a tomb was 


built without the gates, where to this hour, 


lovers called upon them to atteſt their 
truths I never could get into a ſcrape. 
of that kind in my life, but this Zomb of 


7 
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the lovers would, ſome how or other, come 
in at the cloſe—nay, ſuck a kind of empire 
had it eftabliſh'd over me, that I could 
ſeldom think or ſpeak of Lyons—and ſome- 
times not ſo much as ſee even a Lyons 
waiftcoat, but this remnant of antiquity 
would preſent itfelf to my fancy; and I 
have oſten ſaid in my wild way of run- 
ning on—though I fear with ſome irreve- 
rence 1 thought this ſhrine (neglected 
as it was) as valuable as that of Mecca, 
and fo little ſhort, except in wealth, of 
the Santa Caſa itſelf, that ſome time or 
other, I would go a pilgrimage (though 
I had no other mn at M Apt, ger, <oq a 
Poſe: to pay it a viſit,” 

In my lift; — of villinds at 
Lyons, this, though I- was not, you 
ſee, leaf; ſo taking a dozen or two off 
longer firides than uſual acroſs my room, 
juſt whilſt it paſſed my brain,” I walked 
down'calmly into the Baſſe Cour, in order 
to' ſally forth; and having called for my 
bill—as it was uncertain whether I ſhould 
return to my inn, T had paidit—had more- 
over given the maid ten ſous, and was 
juſt” receiving the dernier -coinpliments of 
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Monheur Le Blane, for'a pleaſant voyage | 
down the beengte en * mern * 
the gate | Ie Se | 


CHAP, Xn 


1 WAS by a poor aſs, who had ju 
turned in with a couple of large panniers 
pon his back, to colleet eleemoſinary 
turnip-tops and cabbage- leaves; and ſtood 
dubious, with his two fore - feet on the in- 
Ede of the threſhold, and with his two 
hinder-feet towards the ſtreet, as not know- 
ing- m_ well W e he was 0 go in, 
Or no. Ac 10d on $54 i | 
Wow „tis an 3 be in alla hurry. 
I may] I cannot bear to firike—there is _ 
a patient endurance of ſufferings, wrote 
ſo unaffectedly in his looks and carriage, 
which pleads. ſo mightily. for him, that 
it always diſarms me, and to that degree, 
mat I do not like to ſpeak; unkindly to 
him : on the contrary, meet him where 
N I will—whether in town or country in 
| eart or under panniers—whether in liber- | 
ty or bondage have ever ſomething civil. | 
10 lay to him on my part; and as one 
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word begets another (if he has as little 
to do as 1) —I generally fall into conver- 
ſation with him; and ſurely never is my 
imagination ſo buſy as in framing his re- 
ſponſes from the etchings of his countenance 
—and where thoſe carry me not deep 

enough—in flying from my own heart into 
| his, and ſeeing what is natural for an aſs 
to think—as well as a man, upon the oc- 
cafion. In truth, it is the only creature of 
all the clalles' of beings below me, with 
whom I can do this: for parrots, jack- 
daws, eto.— I never exchange a word with 
them—nor with the apes, etc, for pretty 
near the ſame reaſon; they act by rote, 
as the other ſpeaks by it, and equally 
make''me filent: nay, my dog and my 
eat, though I value them both—( and for 
my dog he would ſpeak if he could) yet 
ſome how or other, they neither of them 
poſſeſs the talents for converſation—I can 
make nothing of a diſcourſe with them, 
beyond the propoſition, the reply, and 
rejoinder, which terminated my father's 
and my mother's converſations, in his 
beds of juſtice—and thoſe utter'd—there's 
an end of the dialogue— 
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But with an aſs I can commune for ever. 
Come, Honeſty! ſaid I, ſeeing it was 
impracticable to pala betwixt him and the 
gate — art ihou for coming in, or going out. 
The aſs twiſted. his head round to look 
up the ſireet— 8 
. Well—replied Ae wail a inne 
for thy driver. 
. —He turned his hand thoughtful about 
and looked wiſtfully the oppolite way 
I underſtand thee; perfectly, anſwered 
I,—if thou takeſt a wrong Rep in this af- 
fair, he will cudgel thee to death— Well! 
à minute is but a minute, and if it ſaves 
à fellow - creature a drubbing, it ſhall not 
be ſet down as ill-ſp ent. 
+ He was eating the ſtem of an artichoke 
as this diſcourſe went on, and in the little 
peeviſh contentions of nature betwixt hun- 
ger and unſavaurineſs, had dropt it out of 
his mouth half a dozen times, aud picked 
it up again God help thee, Jack } ſaid 
I, thou baft a bitter breakfaſt on't—and, 
many a bitter day's labour——and many 
a bitter blow, I fear, for its wages — tis 
all- all bitterneſs to thee, whatever life 
is to ethers, —And now thy mouth, if one 


* 


TRISTRAM SHANDY. 55 


knew the truth of it, is as bitter, I dare 
ſay, as ſoot—(for he had caſt allde the 
ſtem) and thou haſt not a friend, per- 
haps, in all this world, that will give 
thee a macaroon.— In ſaying this, I pul- 
led out a paper of em, which I had juft 
purchaſed, and gave him one — and at 
this moment that I am telling it, my heart 
lmites me, that there was more of plea - 
[{antry in the conceit of ſeeing how an aſs 
would eat a macaroon—than of benevo- 
lence in giving bim one, which * 
in the act. 
When the aſs had eaten his macaroon, 

T preſled him to come in—the poor bealt 
was heavy loaded—his legs ſeemed to 
tremble under him — — he hung rather 
backwards, and as I pulled at his halter, 
it broke ſhort in my hand—he looked up 
penſive in my face — Don't thraſh me 
with it— but if you will, you may. I. 1 | 
do, ſaid I, I'll be d—d, A 

The word was but one half of it pro- 
nounced, like the abbeſs of Andoiiillets'— 
(fo there was no fin in it) —when a per- 
fon coming in, let fall a thundering baſli- 
nado upon the poor devil's crupper, which 
put an end to the ceremony, 
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Out upon it! | 
cried I—but the interjection was equivo- 
cal—and, I think, wrong placed too—for 
the end of an ofier which had ſtarted out 
from the contexture of the aſs's pannier, 

'bad caught hold of my breeches pocket 
as he ruſhed by me, and rent it in the 
moſt diſaſtrous direction you can ne 
—ſo that the 
+ - Out upon it! in my opinion, | ſhould 
have come in here but this I leave to 
be ſettled by . | 

' | The 

' REV1EBWERS 

MY BREECHES 
which I have brought over along with me 
has that — 

c H A P. XXXIII. 
je all was ſet to rights, I came 
down ſtairs again into the Baſſe Cour with 
my valet the place, in order to. ſally out 
towards the tomb of the two lovers, etc. 
and was a ſecond time ſtopped at the 
gate — —not by the aſs—but by the per- 
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fon who firuck bim; and who, by that 
time, had taken poſſeſſion (as is not un- 
common after a defeat) of the _ —__ 
of ground where the als ſtood. 

It was a commiſſary ſent to me from 
the poſt-office, with a reſcript'in his hand 
for the payment of ſome fix livres odd ſous. 

Upon what account? ſaid 1— — Tis 
upon the part of the king, replied the com- 
miſſary, heaving up both his ſhoulders— 

— — My good friend, quoth' I—- — as 
ſure as I am I— —and you are you—— 

—— And who are you? ſaid he—— 
Don't puzzle me, ſaid I. | 


CHAP, XXXIV. 


Bor it is an indubitable . con- 
tinued I, addreſſing myſelf to the commiſ- 
ſary, changing only the form of my aſſeve- 
ration — that I owe the king of France 
nothing but my good will; for he'is a very 
honeſt man, and I wiſh him all ä 
and paſtime in the world — 
Pardonnez-moi—teplied the commiſſa- 
ry; you are indebted to him fix livres 
fonr ſous for the next poſt from hence to 
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St. Fons, in your rout to Avignon—which 
being a poſt royal, you pay double for 
the horſes and poſtillion — otherwiſe it 
would have amounted to no more than 
three livres two lous— - 

But I don't go by land, ſaid I. 
Lou may, if you . en the 
epmmillary— — _ 

Tour moſt ms ſerrant—ſaid 10 
making him a low bow——  _ 

The commiſſary, with all the Kue 
4 of grave good breeding—made me one, 
as low again—L never was more diſcon- 
certed with a bow in my life. 

—— The devil take the ſerious charac- 
ter of theſe people!.quoth I—(alide) they 
underſtand no more of irony than this 

The compariſon was ſtanding cloſe by 
with his panniers—but ſomething ſealed 
up my lips—I could not . the 
name — | 

Six, faid I, 8 my lell—it is not 
my intention to take poſi - 

 — —But you may — — ſaid he, perbfiing 
in his firſt reply—you may take pol if 
you hah lon on F 
And I may take Calt to KA pickled 

herriog, ſaid I, if I chooſe— 
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But I do not chooſe nen ti 
But you mull pay for it, whether you 
do or no RE OT, 
Ayel for hm: ſalt; (aid. — a ha )— 
—And for the poſt too, added he. De- 
fend me, cried I—! | 
I travel by water——1 am going down 
the Rhone this very afternoon— my bag- 
gage is in the boat—and I have, actually 
2295 nine livres for my paſſage— 
_C'eft tout egal tis all one, ſaid he. 
Bon Dieu! what, pay for the way I 
5 and for the way I do not go! "4 
—Ceft tout . mane * commiſ- 
tary | 
l ends devil it BY faid 1— * 1 
will go to ten thouſand Boftiles firſt·— 
O England! England! thou land of li- 
berty, and climate of good ſenſe, thou 
tendereſt of mothers — and gentleſt of 
nurſes, cried I, kneeling upon one knee, 
as I was beginning my apoſtrophe— - 
When the director of Madam Le Blanc's 
conſcience coming in at that inſtant, and 
ſeeing a perſon in black, with a face as 
pale as aſhes at his devotions—looking 
fill paler by the contraſt and diſtreſs of 
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his Hay <a; ik I flood in want w_ 
the aids of the church— © * | 

I go by water — ſaid 12555 1 here's 
another will be for Wy me 1 8 for 
going I ort. Nes 

0 H A F. xv. 
As 1 den- the „bana ot the 
poſt-office would have his fix livres four 
ſous, I had nothing elſe for it, but to ſay 
ſome ſmart Wing . the occabion, worth 
the money ;=> 2 "© 1 

And ſo I ſet off thus: 8 

And pray, Mr. Commiſſary, by what 
law of courteſy is a deſenoeleſs ſtranger 
to be uſed juſt the reverſe from what you 
uſe a Frenchman in this matter? 

By no means; ſaid he. 

Excuſe me; ſaid I— —for you have be- 
gun, Sir, with firſt tearing of my breeches 
— - and now you want my pocket 
- 'Whereas—— had yon 'firſt taken my 
pocket, as you do with your own people 
— and then left me bare a——'d after 
—— 1 had been a beaſt to have com- 
Plained— — * | 
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As it ig—— | | Drag 
—' Tis my to the, Jann of nature. 
= rin contrary to reaſ on. 


—'Tis contrary to the Gos ET. 
But not to this — — ſaid he— — putting 
a vd Paper into my hand. 
Ann Pan LE ROY, i 5 
—— TU a pithy prolegomenon, very 


I——and ſo read on „“ 
EEE EE EEE EEE TELLS 


* R K * „ EEE EEE EE ET 
„ „ „ „ „„ „ „„ „ „ „ 

— By all which it appears, quoth I, 
having read it over a little too rapidly, 
that if a man. ſets out in a poſt - chaiſe from 

Paris — — he muſt go on travelling in one 
all the days of bis life —or pay for it. 
—— Excuſe me, ſaid the commiſſary, the 
ſpirit of the ordinance is this — That if 
you ſet out with an intention of running 
poſt from Paris to Avignon, ete. you ſhall: 
not change that intention or mode of tra - 
relling, without fr. fatisfying the fer- 
miers for two poſts further than the place 
you repent at——and tis founded, con- 
tinued he, upon this, that the zevenurs 
are not to fall ſhort * your fickle- 


NE — 
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— —O by Heavens! cried I=—if fiekle- 
neſs is taxable in France we have no- 
thing to do but to make as wot e 
with you we can— © . . 
Ax 80 THE PEACE WAS MADE,” 

And if it is a bad one——as Triftram 
Shandy laid the corner ſtone of it—— 
nobody. but Prifirami ann no 0 to be 
hanged. : e DR9414.08 | DMA og 
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Tarovcn I was ſenfible 1 had faidas 
many clever things to the commiſſary as 
came to fix livres four ſous, yet IT Was 
determined to note down the impofition 
amongſt my remarks before I retired from 
' the place; ſo putting my hand into my 
eoat-pocket-for my remarks—(which ,' by 
the by, may be a caution to'travellers to 
take a little more care of therr remarks: 
for the future) my remarks were ftolen 
Never did ſorry traveller make ſich a 
Pother and racket about his remarks as 1 
did about mine, upon the ocealon. 
Heaven! earth! ſea! fire! cried I, cal- 
ling in every thing to my aid but what F 


* 
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ſhould — My remarks are ftolen!— what 
ſhall I do? Mr. Commiſfary !- pray did F 
drop any remarks as I ſtood beſides you ?—/ 
You dropped a good many very ſingu- 
lar ones; replied he—Pagh! ſaid I, thoſe 
were but a few, not worth above fix livres 
two ſous—but theſe are a large parcel—- 
He ſhook his head—Monfieur Le Blane! 
Madam Le Blanc! did you ſee any pa- 
pers of mine ?—you maid of the houſe !- 
run up ſtairs— Frangois! run up after her— 
»—L muſt have my remarks—they were 
the beſt remarks, cried I, that ever were 
made —the wiſeſt — the wittieft — What 
ſhall I do? — which way Chal JT turn 
mylelf? ni H 41 
Sancho Panga when he loft his aſs's- 
FURNITURE, _ not exclaim more nne 


„ a f 1 


= CHAP. XXXVU. 


Wa EN the firſt 3 was over, 
and the regiffers of the brain were begin- 
ning to get a little out of the confuſion in- 
to which this jumble of croſs accidents had 
eaſt them—it then preſently occurred to 
me, that I had left my remarks in che 
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pocket of the chaiſe—and that in ſelling 
my chaiſe I had ſold my remarks along 
with it, to the chaiſe-vamper, 

J leave this void ſpace that 
the reader may [wear into it any oath that 
| he is moſt accuſtomed to—For my own 
part, if ever I ſwore a whole oath into a 
vacancy in my life, I think it was into 
that—*** r, (aid I—and ſo my re- 
marks through France, which were as full 
of wit as an egg is full of meat, and as 
well worth four hundred guineas, as the 
| ſaid egg is worth a penny—haye I been 
ſelling here to a chaiſe-vamper—for four 
Louis d'or—and giving him a poſi-chaiſe 
(by Heaven) worth fix into the bargain; 
had it been to Dodſley or Becket, or any 
creditable bookſeller , whe was either leav- 
ing off buſineſs, and wanted a poſt-ehaiſe 
—or who was beginning it—and wanted 
my remarks, and two or three guineas 
along with them, I could have borne it. 
but to a chaiſe-yamper!—Shew-me to him 
this moment ,Frangois—ſaid I. The valet. 
de place put on his hat, and led the way 
and I pull'd off mine, as I paſs' d the com- 
miſſary, and followed him. | 
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Wu EN we arrived at the chaiſe-yamp- 
er's houſe, both the houſe and the ſhop 
were ſhut up: it was the eighth of Sep- 
tember, the nativity of the bleſſed 4 
Mary, mother of God.— 
——Tantarra-ra-tan- tivi the Whole 
world was going out a May-poling— friſk- 
ing here—capering there—nobody cared 
a button for me or my remarks; ſo I ſat 
me down upon a bench by the door, philo- 
ſophating upon my condition: by a better 
fate than uſually attends me, I had not 
waited half an hour, when' the miſtreſs 
came in, to take the papilliotes from off 
her hair, before ſhe went to the May-poles. 
- The French wemen, by the by, love 
May-poles, d la folie—that is, as much 
as their matins—give em but a May-pole, 
whether in May, June, July, or Septem- 
ber,—they never count the times— down 
it goes—'tis meat, drink, waſhing and 
lodging to 'em—and had we but the poli- 
ey, an' pleaſe your worſhips (as wood is 
a little ſcarce in France) to ſend them but 
plenty of May- pole 
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The women would. ſet them up; and 
when they had done, they would dance 
round them (and the men for ER) 
till they were all blind. 

The wife of the ata fep'd 
in, I told you, to take the papilliotes from 
off her hair—the toilette ſtands Riill for no 
man—ſo ſhe jerk'd of her cap to begin 
with them as ſhe opened the door; in doing 
which, one of them fell upon the ground— 
J inſtantly ſaw it was my own writing. 

O Seigneur! cried I—you have got all 
my remarks upon your head, Madam! 
Pen ſuis bien mortifice, [aid ſhe — Tis 
well, thinks I, they have ftuck there—for 


could they have gone deeper, they would 


have made ſuch confuſion in a French- 
woman's noddle— She had better have gone 
with it unfrizzled to the day of eternity, 

Tenez—ſaid ſhe—ſo without any idea 
of the nature of my ſuffering, ſhe took 
them from her curls, and put them grave- 
ly one by one into my hat—one was twiſt- 
ed this way—another twiſted that—ay ! 


by my faith; and whea they are nnn 


guoth I,— 
They will be worſe twiſted Rill, 
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Ann! now for Lippius's — id I, 
with'the airof a man”, who had Zot through 
all his' difficulties—nothing can prevent us 
ſeeing! that, and the Chineſe hiſtory, etc, 
Except the time, ſaid Frangois - fot tis 
almoſt ele ven— Then we muft ſpeed the 
fafter; ſaid I, ſtriding it way" . wn ca- 
thedral. 
I catinot ſay, in my heart, that Wikre 
me any concern in being told by one of 
the minor canons, as I was entering the 
weſt door—That Lippius's great clock was 
all out of joints, and had not gone for 
ſome years—1It will give me the more time, 
thought I, to peruſe the Chineſe hiſtory; 
and beſides I ſhall be able to give the 
world a better account of the clock in its 
decay, than I could have mw in its _ 
riſhing condition.— | 

—And ſo away I poſted to the college. 
of the Jeſuits. 

Now it is with the project of getting a 
peep at the hiftory of China in Chineſe 
characters—as with many others I could 
mention, which ſtrike the fancy only at 


. 2. 62 ' 
H 2 
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a diſtance; for as I came nearer and nearer 
to the point—my blood cool'd—the freak 
gradually went off, till at length I would 
not have given a_cherry-ſtone to have it 
gratiſied — The truth was, my time was 
ſThort,, and my heart was at the tomb of 
the Lovers —I, wiſh to God, ſaid I, as 1 


* 


got the rapper in my hand, that the key 


of the library may be but loſt; it fell, out 
as well - | 

For all the Jtsu1 Ts had got the cholic 
—and to that degree, as never was known 
in, the, mor of he oleh practitioner, 


© 3 * Ie 4 * * 
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As 1 3 the geography of the Tomb 
of the Lovers, as well as if I had lived 
twenty years in Lyons, namely, that it 
was upon the turning to my right hand, 
juſt without the gate, leading to the Fauæ- 
Bourg de FVuiſe I diſpatch'd Frangois to 
the boat, that I might pay the homage I 
ſo long owed it, without a witneſs of my 


weakneſs —I walked with all imaginable 


joy towards the place—when I ſaw the 
gate which intercepted the tomb, wy heart 
glewed within me,— 
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Tender and- faithful ſpirits! cried 1, 
addreſſing myſelf to Amandus and Aman- 
da—long—long have I tarried to drop this 
tear upon your tomb -I come — I come,— 

When I came —there was no tomb to 
drop Mines ans 211 


What would I have given * or my 1 
Toby to have whiſtled, nnen 1, 


c 1 15 Rr xII. 

No ace bans , or * what moodr=but 
I flew from the Tomb of the Loyers—or 
rather I did notfly from it—(for there was 
no ſuch thing exiſting) and juſt got time 
enough to the boat to ſave my pallage ;— 
and ere I had ſailed a hundred yards, the 
Rh6ne and the Saon met together, and 
carried me down merrily betwixt them, 

But I have deſcribed this. yoyage down 
the Rhone, before I made it.— _ 

—So now I am at Avignon—and. as 
there is nothing to ſee but the old houſe, 
in which the Duke of Ormond refided, 
and nothing to ſtop me but a ſhort remark 

upon the place, in three minutes you will 
ſee me crolling the bridge upon a mule, 
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With Frangois upon Hörſe vill my port- 
manteau behind Him, and the' owner of 
both, ſtriding the way before us with a 
long tzun upon his Thoulder, and à fWord 
under his arm, leſt peradventure we 
ſhould run away with his cattle. Had you 
ſeen'my breeches in entering Avignon 
though you'd have ſeen them better, I 
think, as I mounted —you would not have 
thought the precaution amiſs, or found in 
your heart to have taken it in dudgeon: 
for my own part, I took it moſt kindly; 
and determined to make him a preſent of 
them; when we got to the end of out jour- 
ney , for the trouble they had put him to, 
of arming himſelf at all points againſt them. 

Before I go further, let me get rid of 
my remark upon Avignon, which is this: 
That I think it wrong, merely becauſe a 
man's hat has been blown off his head by 
chance the firſt night he comes to Avignon, 
—that he ſhould therefore ſay, Avig- 
non is more -ſubject to high winds than 
any town in all France:“ for which reaſon 
I laid no fireſs upon the accident till I had 
inquired of the maſter of the inn about it, 
who telling me ſeriouſly it was ſo—aud 
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hearing, moreover, the, windineſs:of Avig» 
non poke of in the country about as a 
proverb ſet it down, merely to aſk the 
learned what can be the cauſe—the conſe- 

. quence I ſaw — for they are all Dukes, 
Marquiſſes, and Counts there—the deuee 
a Baron in all Avignon —ſo that there is 
ſcarce any talking to them on a windy day. 
Prithee friend, ſaid I, take hold of my 
mule for a moment — for I wanted to pull 
off one of my jack-boots, which hurt my 
heel—the man was ſtanding quite idle at 
the door of the inn, and as I had taken 
it into my bead, that he was ſomeway 
concerned about the houſe or ſtable, I 
put the bridle into his hand —ſo begun 
with my boot: — When I had finiſhed the 
affair, I turned about to take the mule 
from the man, and thank him 

ne Monſieur le b had walked 


CHAP, EAN 


F gAD! now the whole ſouth ef France, 
from the banks of the Rhone to thoſe of 
the Garonne, to traverſe upon my mule at 
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my own leiſure - at my own leiſure - for 
J had left Death the Lord knows - and 
He only —how far behind me“ Ihave fol- 
lowed many a man through France, quoth 
he—but never at this metileſome rate.“ — 
Still he fellowed, — and Rill I fled him 


but I fled him cheerfully — ſtill he pur- 


ſued—but like one who purſued his prey 
without hope—as he lag'd, every Rep he 
loſt, ſoftened his looks - why ſhould Ifly 
bim at this rate? | 

So, notwithſtanding all the commiſſary 
of the poſt-office had ſaid, I changed the 
mode of my travelling once more; and 
after ſo precipitate and rattling a courſe as 
I had run, Iflattered my fancy with think- 
ing of my mule, and that I ſhould traverſe 
the rich plains of Languedoc upon his back, 
as ſlowly as foot could fall. 

There is nothing more -pleaſing to a 
traveller—or more terrible to travel-writ- 
ers, than a large rich plain; eſpecially if 
it is without great rivers or bridges, and 
preſents nothing to the eye but one un- 
varied picture of plenty; for after they 
have once told you that 'tis delicious! or 
delightful! (as the caſe happens)—that the 


”m 
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foil was grateful, and that Nature: pours 
out all her abundance, eic... they 
have then a large plain, upon their, hands, 
which they know not what to da with— 
and which is of litile or po, uſe to them; 
but to; carry them to ſome town; and ihat 
town, perhaps of little more, but a new. 
place to ſtart from to,the 0 plaln—and 
ſo on. 
This is ee _ zd ik I 
don't manage my n better., 44 
Tor i; LS, bo nisi de ad of 
V4 Gy M 4 P._ XLII., Rat pi j 
«$4199 Nd 10; 121095 750 "RN 
1 not 1 Re two leagues care 
a half, before the mn inn besen. 
to look at his priming. iw i 
had three ſe veral tions Jaiter'd terribly. 
bebiad;, half a, mile, at;leafi evexy time: 
once, in deep;.conferench. with a, drum, 
maker, Who was making, drums for the 
fairs of Beaucaire and Toon did. 
not underſtand the prineiples.—- 
The ſecond, time, I cannot ſe p 3 
ſay', I ſtopp'd—for meeting a cou of 
Fxanciſeans: firaitened' more for. time than 
myſelf, and not being able to get to the 
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bottom of what 1 was'about—T A 0 
back with them. 
The third was an affair of trade with a 
goſſip, for a hand-baſket of Provence figs 
for four ſous; this would have been tranſ- 
. acted at once „but for a caſe of conſcienee 
at the cloſe of it; for when the figs were 
| paid for, it turned out, that there were 
two dozen of eggs cover'd over with vine- 
leaves at"the'bottom of the bafket— As 1 
had no intention of buying eggs—I made 
no fort of claim of them—as for the ſpace 
they had occupied—what fignified it? I 
had figs enough for my money.— 

But it was my intention to have the 
baſket—it was the goſſip's intention to keep 
it, without which ſhe could do nothing 
with her eggs—andunleſs I had the baſket, 
I could do as little with my figs, which 
were too ripe already, and moſt of em 
bur at the fide: this brought on a ſhort 
contention,” Which terminated in im, ſundry * 
propoſals, what we ſhould both do.— 

How we diſpoſed of our eggs and figs, 
I defy you, or the Devil himſelf, had he 
not been there (which I am perſuaded he 
was) to form the leaſt probable conjecture; 
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You will read the whole of it—not thjs 
year, for I am baftening to the flory of 
my uncle Toby's amours—but you will 
read it in the collection of tboſe which 
have aroſe out of the journey acroſs this 
enge and which, therefore, I call _ 4 
os pl Srenzzs. | 1 4M 
How far my pen has been fatigued, 
ke thoſe of other travellers, in this jour- 
ney of it, over ſo barren a track— the 
world muft judge—but' the traces of it, 
which are now all ſet o' vibrating together 
this moment, tell me tis the moſt” fruitful 
and buſy period of my life; for as I had: 
made no convention with my man with 
the gun as to time—by ſtopping and 
talking to every ſoul I met who was not 
in a full trot—joining all parties before 
me— waiting for every ſbul behindiChail- 
ing all thoſe who weite coming through 
croſs roads — arreſting all kinds of beggars, 
pilgrims, fiddlers, friars not paſſing by 
a woman in a mulberry- tree without com- 
mending her legs, and tempting her into 
converſation with a pinch of fnuff—in ſhort, 
by ſeizing every handle; of 'what fize or 


I 2 
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ſhape ſoe ver, which chance held out te 
me in this journey I turned my p{ajn,jo- 
to a city —I was always in company, and 
with great variety too; and as my mule 
loved ſociety. as myſelf, and bad ſome 
propoſals always on his part to offer to 
every beaſt he met—I am confident we 
could have paſſed through Pall-Mall or 
St. James's, Street for a month together, 
with fewer adventures —and ſeen. leſs of 
human nature. | 
Ol there is that foright! y frankneſs which 
ak:00ce)unpine every plait, of a Langue- 
dorian's dreſs— that whatever is beneath 
it, it looks ſo Uke the Gmplicity, which, 
poets fing of in better days—I will delude 
| wa dangers; and believe it is ſo. | 
| "Twas in the road betwixt Niſmes and 
Luateli where there is the be Muſcatto 
wine in all France, and which, by the 
buys, belongs tothe. boneft danons of Mon- 
IIA Gand foul ibefalithe man who has 
drank; it ai their table, web grudges: A 
Aa drop: of it. 4477 Uni a N 8 No 
he mas sten had done Wann 
work the nymphs had tied up their hair, 


afreſh . and ahe ſwains were prepatiog for! 


8 1 
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a carouſal—My: mule made a dead point— 
Tis the fife and tabourin, ſaid 1 I'm 
frighten' d. to death, quothi he— They are 
running at the ring of pleaſute [aid 1, 

giving him a prick—By ſaint Boogar, and 

-all the ſaints at the backſide of tlie door 
of Purgatory, laid he — (making the fame 
reſolution with the abbeſſe of Andbüillets) 
ITU mot go a ſtep futther - Tis wery, well, 
Sir „ laid never will argue a poigt 
zwith one of your family., as long a8 1 
Nveziſo leaping: off:/his> back, :an kicking 
off one boot into this ditoch, and t'otber 

- into: that— I'll take a dance, — on 

Ray you here. 

A ſun-burnt daughter of Labour EO, vp 
from tlie groupe /to meet me as I advanced 
towards them; her hair, which Was a dark 
cheſnut, approaching rather to a black, 
was tied up in a knot, all but a fingle treſs. 

We want a cavalier, ſaid the, holding 

out both her hands, as if to offer them 

And a cavalier ye ſhall have, ſaid I, 

taking hold of both of them. 4 

Hadſt thou, Nannette, been ry like 

a ducheſſe!./ | 76 2607 | 

—But that curled [lit in 4 peſticoat! 


— 
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'Nannette cared not for it. 

We could not have done without mk ; 
| laid ſhe, letting go one hand, with ſelf - 
taught poltonls, n me * RO | 
Other. (Sings Mi. why 

A b Shit; whom Ale bad re- 
..eompenſed with à pipe, and to which 
be had added a tabourin of his own aoc- 
cord, ran ſweetly over the prelude; as 
de ſat: upon the bank — Tie me up this 

treſs; inſlantly, ſaid Nannette, putting 2 

piece of ſtring into my hand It taughi me 

do forget I was a ſtranger— The whole knot 

fell down—We had been (even. ns ac - 
r F 

The youth Bruck: the 0 the 
aer pipe followed; and off we 
bounded “ the deuce take that Clit)” 

The fiſter of the youth, who had ſtolen 
her voice from heaven, ſung alternate - 
ly with her brother — bras a Gaſcoigne 
e 2 3666 > 515 1} 
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The nymphs join'd in uniſon, and their 
ſwains an ootaye below them.— — 
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I would have given a crown to have it 
ſew'd up—Nannette would not have given 
a ſous— Viva la joia! was in her lips 

Viva la joia ! was in her eyes. A tranſient 
ſpark of amity ſhot aeroſs the ſpace betwixt 
us — She look'd amiable! — Why could 
I not live and end my days thus? Juſt 
diſpoſer of our joys and forrows, cried I, 
why could not a man fit down in the lap 
of content here and dance, and ſing, and 
ſay his prayers, and go to heaven with 
this nut-brown maid? Capriciouſly did ſhe 
bend her head on one fide, and dance 
up infidious—Then 'tis time to dance off, 
quoth I; fo changing only partners and 
tunes, I danced it away from Lunel to 
Montpellier— —from thence to Pelgnas, 
Beziers—I danced it along through Nar- 
bonne, Carcaſſon, and Cafile Naudairy, 
till at laſt I danced myſelf into Perdrillo's 
pavillon, where pulling a paper of black 
lines, that I might go on ſtraight forwards , 
without digreſſion or n in my 
uncle Toby's amours — 

I begun thus 

End of the Seventh V olume, 
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Bo T. alen dbsbe W ae ; 
and under this genial ſun, Where at this 
inſtant all fleſh is running out pipingyAdd- 
lintz, and dancing to the vintage, and ger 
. Rep that's taken the jadgment-is ſurpriſed 


by the-imagination;,'I defy; notwithfland- 


ing all that has been ſaid upon firaight 
"tires in ſundry pages of my book -I defy 


the beſt cabbage-planter that ever exiſted, 


whether he plants backwards or forwards, 

it makes little difference in the account 

. an * will have more to anſwor 
PS 4 © O14 i "F | 


>, , 6 Fee Vel. VI. page £26, 
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—— — — 


for 4 in the one * — in cls ahi "a 
I defy him to go on coolly, critically , and 
canonically , planting his cabbages one by 
one, in ftraight lines, and floical diſtan - 
ces, eſpecially! if Dit im petticodts are 
unſew'd up — — without ever and anon 
| Rraddling out, or fiddling into ſome ba- 
ſtardly digreſſion — In Freezeland, Fog - 
land and dome other lahds I wot: of=it 4 
may be done. 

But in this clear climate of fantaſy and 
perſpiration , Where every idea, ſenlible, 
and inſenſible, gets yents—in this land, 

my dear Eugenius--in this fertile land of 
chivalry and romance, where I now ſit, 
| _.upſkrewing my ink- horn to write my unale 
| \Toby's :;ampurs,; aud with ali the; mean- 
ders of Juiia'strack inqueſt of her Dux, 
in full view of my ſtudy-windowW—if⸗ thou 

.comeſt not and/takeft» me by the band — 
1715 What' @ work is at likely to) unn out? 
Let us, begin it. Ig adds ad 561 

bit vn 16 bee vzlas det. 813 "tl 1 med 
311993 5. 911 «CH: A P. Ii antun 

melee o 1 5154 Ile od ad geo- 
T is with Lovs as with cuckorboun— 
—But now I am talkipg of beginning . 
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book and have long had a thing upon my 
mind to be imparted to the reader, which 
if not imparted now, .can never be im- 
parted to him as long as I live ( whereas 
the comPARtson may be imparted to him 
any hour in the day )—TFIt rr 
it, and begin in good earneli. 1 n 
- The thing is, this. N 31605" dür 
That all of the ſeveral ways of begin- 
ning a book which are now in practice 
throughout the known world, I am con- 
fident my own way, of doing it is the beſt 
Im, ſure it is the moſt religious for 
I begin with Writing the firſt ſentence 
and truſting to cory ere geg er _ the ſe- 
een, „ ee fees = 10 e 
Twould cure an author tor ever of, the, 
fuſs and folly of opening his. fireet-door,; 
and calling in his neighbours and friends, 
and kinsfolk, with the devil and all his 
imps, with their hammers and engines, ete. 
only to abſerve how one ſentence of mine 
follows another, = how. the plan fol - 
lows the whole. 0 
I wiſh you ſaw me half Renting out of 
my chair, with what confidence, 1 
the elbow of it, 1 look ,up—catching:the 


„% TI LIE 


idea, even nnen before ir elbe 
feaches me. 811 3d 11 

I believe in ay conſcience T'intercept 
many a thought which heaven nnn 
for another man. 

Pope and his Gorttati® © are fools to me— 
no martyr is ever ſo full of faith or fire 
I wiſh I could ſay of _ re * — 
but 1 have 4e 

Zeal” or Anger —or 
Anger or Zeal—— 
And un * and men agree together to 
call it by the ſame” name the arranteſt 
Tax rurrr in ſeience —in politics—or in 
religion, hall never kindle a ſpark within 
me, or have a worſe word, or a more 
_ unkind greeting, than What be-wwill read 
in the next a r 0 


e 1:54 H' * r. II. 
— Jour 2 ee you" 
have got your cloak on'betimes!—but tis 
a cold morning, and you judge the mat- 
ter 3 Ons better to be well OE, 


ASH ne "RES | 


* Vide Pope's Portrait, bs. Wl 
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than go 'o'foot—and ' obſtructions in the 
glands are dangerous— And how goes it 
with thy concubine — thy wife — and thy 
little ones-o'both fides ? and when did you 
hear from the old gentleman and lady 
your fiſter, aunt, uncle and &oufins—I bope 
they have got better of their colds, eoughs, 
claps, tooth-aches, fevers,” ſtranguries, 
ſciaticas, ſwellings, and fore eyes. — What 
a devil of an apotheeary ! to take ſo much 
blood — give ſuch a vile purge—puke— 
poultice—plaifter — night-draught —- glifler 
—blifter?— And why ſo many grains of ca- 
lomel? Santa Maria! and ſuch a doſe of 
opium! periolitating, pardi! the whole fa- 
mily of ye, from head to tail By my 
great aunt Dinah's old black velvet maſk A 
I think' there was no occafion for it. 
Now this being a little bald about the 
chin, by frequently putting off and on, 
before ſhe was got with child by the coach - 
man—not one of our family would wear 
it after. To cover the MAsk afreſh, was: 
more than the maſk was worth—and to 
wear a maſk which was bald, or which 
could be half ſeen through, was as bad 
as having no maſk at all.. 
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This is the reaſon, may it pleaſe your 
reverences, that in all our numerous fa- 
mily, for theſe four generations, we count 
no more than one archbiſhgp,, a Welſh 
judge, ſome three! or four aldermen: 5 and 
a fingle mountebank g- 
In the fixteenth//century- we boal 0 
leſs: than. a dozen «rr | 


Wer '9 „ 


CH A Dh. IV. 1 40 „ 


a 115 is ih 8 * Cucholdom”— ; 
the Tuffering party visAat-leaft the hind, 
but generally the, laft in the houſe who 
knows any thing . about the matter :;this, 
comes, as all the world knows, from hav- 
ing half ae dozen words for one thing; and 
ſo long, as what in this veſſel of the human 
frame, is Love - maybe Hatred, in tha 
CLentiment half a yard higher — and Nan - 
ſenſe no, Madam, —not there—I wean 
at the part I am now pointing to with. 
my fore eb Hat 00 1 our- 
ſelves? 1 - 5.14.1 *t 
Of all. stalt 1 immortal men too, 
ifl you -pleaſe, whoever ſoliloquit ed upon 
this myſtic ſubject;: my uncle Toby was 


I. 
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the work ited, to have puſhed his re- 


ſearches through ſuch a contention of feel- 
ings; and he had infallibly let them all 
run on, as we do worle maters, to [ee 
what they would turn out—bad not Brid- 
get's prenotification of them to.Suſannah, 
and Suſannah's.repeated manifeſtoes there- 
upon to all the world, made it neceſſary 
for w nein * do: look oth the affair. 
F 8 41 4 


CHAP.) ili 


: 


Wa Y — „and gladta- 
tors—or a man with a pined leg (pro- 
oeeding from ſome ailment in the hορο 


ſhould ever have bad ſome tender nymph 


breaking her heart in ſecret for them, 


are points well and duly Tettled and ac- 
counted for by ancient and modern Phy- 
bologilts. 06. S200 a3 
A n. . 9 0 4 pro- 
felled one, and does it withoub fraud or 
covin, is preciſely .in the fame predica- 


ment; not hat at firſt ſizht, there is any 
conſequence, or [he w of logie in it, That 
a. Kill, af gold watet dribbling 4hrough wy 


" TrifunShandy Vol: VIE X 
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inward ſes ſhould gps op a torch in 
my Jenny's— = 

© .— The propoſition hes not ſtrike on; 
on the contrary, it ſeems to run oppoſite 
to the natural workings of cauſes and 
effects | 

But it ſhews the weakneſs and imbe- 
eillity of human reaſon. ö 

And in perfect good health with it?“ 

— The moſt perfect — Madam „ that 
friendſhip herſelf could wiſh me. 

— And drink eee een but 
water ?” 

eee fluid! the moment thou 
preſſeſt againſt the flood-gates of the r 
—ſee how they give way — 

In ſwims Cunioszrv, beckoning to her 
damſels to follow — they dive into the 
centre of the current—— 

Fancy fits muſing upon the bank, and 
with her eyes following the ſtream, turns 
gras and bulruſfhes into maſts. and bow- 
Iprits— And Dx RH, with veſt held up to 
the knee in one hand, ſnatches at them, 
as they ſwim by her, with the other 
D ye water-drinkers ! is it then by this 

delukye fountain, that ye have ſo often 
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goyerned and turned this world about like 
a mill-wheel— —grinding the faces of the 
impotent— —bepowdering their ribs— — 
bepeppering their noſes, and changing 
ſometimes even the ye frame. and face 
of nature „ % l 

—If I was you, Ft Yorick, I would 
drink more water, Eugenius—And ,-if:L 
WAS aſs: Vorick, 1 9 ſo 
would I. 4 


Which ſhews they had both road Lens | 


ginus— l 

For my own part, I am reſolved never 
to read any book but my own, as long 
as I live. c 7 
C HAP. VI. 


1 WISH my uncle Toby had been a wa- 


ter-drinker; for then the thing had been 


accounted for, That the firſt moment Wi- 
dow-Wadman ſaw him, ſhe felt ſome- 
thing ſtirring within her in his favour 
Something!—ſomething. 


— Something perhaps more than friend- 
ſhip—leſs than tove—ſomething—no mat- 


_ ter what—no matter where—I would not 
K 2 


— — Aa a PEA as Ae. 


— 
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give a ſingle hair of my mule's tail, and 
be obliged to pluck it off myſelf (indeed 
the villain; bas not many to ſpare, and is 
not a little vicious into the bargain) to 
be let by your worſhips into the ſecret— 
But the truth is, my uncle Toby was 
not a water-drinker; he drank it neither 
pure nor mixed, or any how, or any 
where, except fortuitoufly upon ſome ad- 
vanced poſts, where better liquor was 
not to be had —or during the time he was 
under cure; when the ſurgeon telling him 
it would extend the fibres, and bring them 
ſooner into contact my uncle Toby n. 
it for quietneſs ſake. $12 
Now as all the world knows, that no 
effect in nature can be produced without 
a cauſe; and as it is as well known, that 
my uncle Toby was neither a weaver—a 
gardener, or a gladiator—unleſs as cap- 
tain, you will needs have him one but 


then he was only a captain of: foot—and 
beides the whole is an equivocation— 
There is nothing left for us to fuppoſe, 
but that my uncle Toby's leg but that 
will avail us little in the preſent hypo- 
thefis, unleſs it had proceeded from ſome 
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ailment in the foot—whereas- his leg was 
not emaciated from any diſorder in his 
foot— —fer my uncle Toby's leg was not 
emaciated at all. It was a little ſtiff and 
awkward, from a total diſuſe of it, for 
the three years he lay confined at my fa- 
ther's houſe: in town; but it was plump 
and muſcular, and in all other reſpects 
as good and promiſing a leg as the other. 
I declare, I do not recollect” any one 
opinion or paſſage of my , where my 
underſtanding was more af a loſs to make 
ends meet, and torture the chapter I had 
been writing, to the ſervice of the chap- 
ter following it, than in the preſent caſe: 
one would think I took a pleaſure in 
running into difficulties of tbis kind, mere- 
ly to make freſh' experiments in getting 
ont of 'em—Inconſiderate- ſoul that thou 
art! What! are not the unavoidable diſ- 
treſſes with which, as an author and a 
man, thou art hemmed in on every fide 
of thee — are they, Triſträm, not ſuffi- 
cient, but _ muſt — r ilk 
more ? | 
Is it not e that thou art in debt, 
and that thou haſt ten cart - loads of thy 


218 5 Tur LIFE or 


fifth and Gxth volumes ſtill—ftill unfold, 
and art almoſt at thy wit's ends how to 
get them off thy hands? 

T0 chis hour art thou not tormented 
with the vile aflbma thou gatteſt in ſkat- 

ing againk the wind in Flanders? and it 
ais but two months ago, that in a fit of 
laughter, on ſeeing a cardinal make wa- 
ter like a quizifter, (with both hands) thou 
brakeſt a veſſel in thy lungs, whereby, 
in two houts, thou loſt as many quarts 
of blood; and hadſt thou loſt as much 
more, did not the faculty tell thee—it 
would have amounted to a gallon?— 


CHAP. vn. 


Bor for heaven's ſake, let us not talk 
of quarts or gallons—let us take the ftory 
ſtraight before us; it is ſo nice and intri- 
cate a one, it will ſcarce bear the tranfſ- 
poſition: of a fingle tittle; and ſome how 
or other you have got me thruſt almoſt 
into the middle of it. — | | 
—I beg we may take more care, 


». 26 
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cur. vn. * 


My Y uncle Toby 5 FO cabal had 
poſted down with ſo much heat and pre- 
cipitation, to take poſſeſſion of the ſpot 
of ground we had fo often ſpoke of, in 
order to open their campaign as early as 
the reſt of the allies; that they had forgot 
one of the moſt neceſſary articles of the 
whole affair; it was neither a pioneer's 
ſpade, a pick-ax, or a ſhorel— 

It was a bed to lie on: ſo that as 
Shandy-Hall was at that time unfurniſh- 
ed, and the little inn where poor Le Fe- 
ver died, not yet built; my uncle Toby 
was conſtrained to accept of a bed at 
Mrs. Wadman's for a night or two, till 
corporal Trim (who, to the character of 
an excellent valet, groom, cook, ſemp- 
fer, ſurgeon and engineer, ſuperadded 
that'of an excellent upholſterer too) with: 
the help of a carpenter and a couple of 


tailors, conſtructed one in my uncle Te- 
by's houſe, 

A daughter of Eve, for fuch was widow 
Wadman, and tis all the character 1 in- 
tend to give of her— 
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—* That ſhe was. a perfect woman; 
had better be fifty leagues off —or in her 
warm bed —or playing with a caſe-knife-— 
or any thing you pleale—than make a 
man the object of her attention, when the 
houſe. and all the furniture is her own. 
There is nothing in it out of doors and 
in broad day- light, where a woman has 
a-power,-pbylically ſpeaking , of viewing 
a man in more lights than one but here, 
for her ſoul, ſhe can ſee him in no light, 
without mixing ſomething of her own 
goods and chattels along with him—till 
by reiterated. acts of ſuch combinations, 

he gets foiſted into her inventory—, -_ 
And then good night. 
But this is no matter of SYSTEM; for 
I have delivered that above — nor is it 
matter of BRIAN XT for I make no man's 
oreed but my own—nor matter of Facr — 
at leaft- that 1 know of; but tis matter 
copulative and introdustory to what! fol- 
loWs. Nit ui Joo l n ied ln 
| Mood d 

Murau ml er 17 3h rnb A 
n tie l de % bus uus N 
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a 4 goaniiily: AP. IX. ee » 
It bo not „bel it with "regard to the 
evarſenefs or cleanneſs of chem or the 
frength of their gulſets—but pray de not 
night- ſhifts differ from day-ſhifts'as much 
in this particular, as in any thing elfe 
in the world; That they ſo far exceed 
the others in length, that when you ate 
laid down in them, they fall almoſt as 
much below the feet, as "the ee 
fall ſhort of them. 8 

Widow Wadman's night-ſhifts (as was 
the mode I ſuppoſe in King William's 
and Queen Anne's reigns) were cut how- 
ever after this faſhion ; and if the faſhion 
is changed, (for in Italy they are come 
to nothing) — o much the worſe ſor the 
public; they were two Flemiſh ells and 
a half in length, ſo that allowing a mode- 
rate woman two ells, „he had half an = 
to ſpare,' to do what ſhe would with. 

Now from one little indulgence gained 
after another; in the many bleak and de- 
cemberly nights of a ſeven years widow- 
hood, tbings had inſenfibly come to this 
paſs, and for the two laſt years had got 
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eſtabliſhed into one of the, ordinances of 
the bed-chamber—That as ſoon as Mrs. 
Wadman,was put to bed, and had got 
her legs firetched down to the bottom of 
it, af which ſhe always gave Bridget no- 
tice—Bridget; with all ſuitable decorum, 
having frſt opened the bed-clothes at the 
feet, took bold of the half-ell of cloth 
we are ſpeaking of, and having gently, 
and with both her hands, drawn it dowp- 
wards, to. its furtheſt extenſion, and then 
eontracted it again fide-long. by four or 
ve even plaits, ſhe took a large corking- 
pin out of ber;ſleeve, and with the point 
directed towards ber, pinned the plaits 
all faſt together a. little above the hem; 
which dene, The tucked all in tight at 
the bene wiſhed her miſtreſs a good 
night. 

This was conſlant, and without any 
other yariation than this ; that on ſhiver- 
ing tempeſtuous nights, when Bridget un- 
tucked the feet of the bed, etc.. to do this 
he copſulted no thermometer but that 
of her own. paſſions, and ſo performed it 
fanding—koeeling—or ſquatting, accord - 
ing to the „ * of faith, kope N 


11 
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and charity, ſhe was in, and bore to; 
wards her miſtreſs that night. In every 
other. reſpect the. etiquette was ſacred, 
and might have vied with .the moſt me- 
ehanical one of the moſt inflexible bed- 
chamber in Chriſtendom. 

The firſt night, as ſoon as the corporal 
bad conducted my uncle Toby up ftairs, 
which was about ten — Mrs. Wadman threw 
herſelf. into her arm-chair, and crolling 
her left knee with her right, which form- 
ed a reſting place for her elbow, ſhe re- 
clined her cheek upon the palm of her 
hand, and leaning forwards, ruminated 
till midnight upon, both fides of the quel- 
The ſecond night ſhe went to her bu- 
reau, and having ordered Bridget to bring 
her. up a couple of freſh candles, and 
leave them upon the table, ſhe took out 
ker marriage ſettlement, and read it over 
with great devotion: and the third night 
(which was the laſt of my uncle Toby's 
Bay) when Bridget had pulled down the 
vight-ſhift, and was ellaying to lick in 
the corking-pjn— 1 
—With a kick of both heels at onee, 


« +4 


Ts 
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but at we ſame time the moſt natural 
kick that could be kicked in her fituation 
—for ſuppoling *** e to be the ſun in 
its meridian, it was a north-eaft kick— 
ſhe kicked the pin out of her fingers — 
the efiquette which hung upon it, down 
—down it fell to the ground, and was 
ſhivered into, a thouſand atoms. ci 

From all which it was plain that widow 
Wadman was in love with my uncle Toby. 


CHAP. . 


Mr * ancle' Toby' $ head at ihat time was, 
full 'of other matters, ſo that it was not 
till the demolition of, Dunki irk, when all 
the other civilities o ape were ſettled, 
that be found leiſure, to return to this. 
This made an armiſtice (that is ſpeak- 
ing with regard to my uncle Toby — 
but with reſpect to Mrs. Wadman, a va- 
eancy, )—of. almoſt eleven years. But in 
all caſes of this ; nature,, 4 as it is the ſecond 
blow, bappen at what diſtance of time it 
will, whieh makes the fray—I choole for 
that reaſon to call theſe the amours of 
my ner Toby with Mrs. Wadman, ra- 


* 
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ther than the amours of Mrs, 28 
with my uncle Toby. | 
This is not a diſtinction without a dit. 
ference. x 

It is not like the affair of an old hat 
cocked — —and a cocked old hat, about 
which your reverences have ſo often been 
at odds with one another but there is a 
difference here | in the nature of things — 
me And let me tell you, gentry 52 wide 
one too, 


Cr ER 0 H A P. XI. 


/ N OW. as, widow, Wadman did love my 
uncle Toby and my uncle Toby did not 
love widow Wadman, there was nothing 
for widow Wadman to do, but to go on 
and loye my uncle Toby—or let it alone, 

| Widow Wadman would do neither the 
one nor the other— — _ 

| —Gracious Heaven but 1 for, et 1 am 
a liule of her temper myſelf; for when- 
ever it ſo falls out, which it ſomezimes 
does about the  equinoxes, that an earth- 
ly goddels i is lo much this, and that, and 
t'other, that I cannot eat my breakfaſt 
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for her — — and that che careth not three 
half-pence whether I eat wy breakfaſt ar 
no — 
| —Curſe on her! and fo I ſend her ie 
Tartary, and from Tartary to Terra del 
Fuego, and ſo on to the devil: in ſhort, 
there is not an infernal nitch where I do 
not take her divinityſbip and flick it, 
But as the heart is tender, and the 
paſſions'i in theſe tides ebb and flow ten 
times in a minute, I inſtantly bring her 
back again; and as I do all things in ex- 
tremes, I place ker in the very centre of 
the milky-way— — 
Brighteft of ars! thy wu win ſhea ity 
influence upon Toine 71 — pO 
Ehe Ueute take her and her washed 
too — for at that word I loſe all pa- 
tience—much good may it do him! — 


By all that is hirſute and ghaſtly ! I ery, 


taking off my furred cap, and twiſting it 
round my finger —I would not give x- 
pence for a dozen ſuch! ifs 

— But 'tis an excellent e cap tod Goultibi 
it upon my head, and preſſing it clole to 
my ears)—and warm—and ſoft; eſpecial- 
ty if you ſtroke it the right way but alas! 
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that will never be my luck—(ſo hers my 
philoſophy is ſhipwrecked again). 
—No; I ſhall never have a finger in 
the pye, (ſo here I break my metaphor): 
Cruſt and crumb. 
* nV 
Iulide and out. HIOIH v4 
Top and botloni=T'deteft'ity I Hate 
it, I rect it—P'm fiek at ihe fight 
* ego 1 Ails C2100 2132 Ani 
1 al pepper! mn iso bag 
Fgatlie, Mee sel 
ſtaragan, Lom od: 
ſalt, and £21808 
devil's dung.—By hes great 
archeook of cooks, who dues nothing, I 
think ; from morning to night, but fit down 
by the fire-fide, and invent inflammatory 
diſhes for us, I would not *toudk: it for 
the world. Ubi © 
— — O Triſtram! Trifirai.eried-Jenby. 
O Jenny] Jenny replied, and ſo what 
on with the 1 leenx 4 
Ho 2343! mit ams 
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— Not touch it for the world 
did I fay— —-. 17 3 s 


of 
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Lord how I have heated my x imagines 


tion 5 this metaphor! t cdoling 
11 \27. It Seti 4 ue 1. 43 An — 
to 1005; $209] 2 H A $4 Toe?) e474 693 


| Wulcn ning let your. reverences 
and worſhips ſay. what you will of it (for 
as; for thinking—r—all who do ihink 
think pretty much alike, both upon it 
and other matters )J-Fovs is certainly, 
at leaft alphabetically, ſpeaking, one of 


the moſt % e 
A gitating bis n 
B ,ewitching - 931 
J C: . O&M ocz e N04 218 


:+D! eviliſh affairs of life the mot 
EI xtravagant v0 bas 020-912; it c 
F zubtlitous s ew 4 1341! 
G alligaſkiniſh _ Dave 1 
\-H-andy-dandyiſh. PK 
\ I\ratundulous . is: no „K 10 it ) * 
L yrical of all human paſſions; at the | 
_ ſame time * n | 
M iſgiving!1Xk © A E 5 ? 
N oo Phe IN 
0 bſtipating 1c? * 60 30% fol K 
P ragmatical „del 
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8 tridulous / 5 f 

oo 3 by the by. the R 
ſhould have, gone firft, —But in ſhort , tis 
of ſuch a nature, as my father once told 
my uncle Toby upon the cloſe of a long 
diſſertation upon the ſubject—* You can 
ſcarce,” ſaid he, combine two ideas 
together upon. it, brother Toby, without 
an hypallage. What's that ? cried my 
uncle, Toby... vi bfaid as 

The cart before the cat 3a replied. my 
father.— clas a 
And what has he to do there? cried 
my uncle, aan n. 

Nothing, duoh my father, but 10 oe 
in—or let it alone. 
Nowy widow. Wadman, as I told. you 
before, would do neither the one or the 
other, ov; 
S She ſtood, AC deve harnaled 

er —— at all points) to a 
Adee, „ wa ood tels n its bt abt 


GX 1 7 % * 1 . = 5 N 18 : Y 4 rc 
* 4 > 3 e 8 7 . 10 TX * * 1211 
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Tax Fates, who certainly, all foreknew 
of theſe amours of widow, Wadman and 


— —_— — — — 
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my uncle Toby, had, ous the firſt creation 
of matter and motion, (and with more 
courtely than they uſually do things of this 
Kind) eſtabliſhed ſuch a chain of cauſes 
and effects hanging ſo faſt to one another, 
that it was ſcarce poſſible for my uncle 
Toby to have dwelt in any other houſe 
in the world; or to have occupied any 
ether zatden in Chiziftendom ; but the very 
bouſe and garden which join' 'd and laid 
parallel is Mrs: Wadman's; this, with 
the advantage of a thiekſet arbour in Mrs: 


Wadman's garden, but planted in the 


hedge-row of my uncle Toby's, put all 


the 6ccafions ifits' het hatids which Love- 


militaney wanted; ſhe could obferve my 


üncle Toby's motions, and was thiftreſs 


likewiſe of his councils” of war; aud as 
his unſuſpecting heart had given leave to 
the corporal, through the mediation of. 
Briflget ; to make her a wieker - gate of com- 
munication to enlarge her walks, it enabl- 
ed her to carry on her approaches to the 
very door of the ſentry-box; and ſome- 
times out of gratitude, to make the attack, 


Anand endeavour to blow my uncle Toby 


up in the very ſentry-box itſel. 
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"CHAP, a+ 7 


* 


Ir is a great pity—but *tis certain from 
every day's obſervation of man, that he 
may be ſet on fire like a candle, at either 
end—provided there is a Tufficient wick 
ſtanding out; if there is not—there's an 
end of the affair; and if there is by light- 
ing it at the bottom, as the flame in that 
eaſe has the misfortune generally to put 
out itſelf-- there's an end ofthe affair again. 
For my part, could I always have the 
ordering of it which way I would be burnt 
my ſelf— for I cannot bear the thoughts of 
being burnt like a beaſt—I would oblige 
« houſewife donftantiy te light me at the 
top; for then 1 ſhould burn down decent- 
ly to the Tocket; that is, from my head 
to my heart, from my heart to my liver, 
from my liver to my bowels, and ſo on 
- bythe meſeraic'veins and arteries, through 
all the turns and latetal wre ub of the 
inteſtines de en Wem to _ düse 
kut.— L w, 203 
Al beſeech you, doctor S400 ; 1 
my uncle Töby, intetrupting him as he 
mentioned the blind gut, in a diſcourſe 


132 Tas LIFE or 


with my father the night my mother was 
brought to bed of me- beſeech you, 
guoth, my uncle Toby, to tell me which 
is the blind gut; for old as 1 am, I vow 
I do not know to this day where it lies. 
+ The blind gut, anſwered doctor Slop, 
lies betwixt, the ilion and colon— oo 
ln a man? ſaid. my father. * TY 4 
— 'Tis, preciſely the ſame, cried tower 
Slop, in a woman. 
That's more AR. I 8 5 n my 
father. 
nA. XVI. ed 
inn L259 a di tt 
ND ſo to make [ure of both 1 
Mrs, Wadman predetermined to light my 
uncle Toby neither at this end or that; 
but, like a prodigal's « candle, to light! him, 
if pollible, at both ends at once. "OK 
Now, through; all the, lumber rooms of 
military, furniture, including both, of horſe 
and foot, from the great arſenal of Venice 
to the Tower df London (exeluſive) af Mrs, 
Wadman had been rummaging for ſeven 


Fears, together, and with Bzidget to help 
her, ſhe could not haye found any one 
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Blind or niantelet ſo ft for her puipoſe; 
as that which the expediency of my uncle 
Toby 5 affairs bad ks d up ready to hor 
hands. 

I believe I have not told you but 1 
don't e eg I have—be it as it 
will, 'tis one ofthe number of thoſe many 
things, "which a man had better do over 
again, than diſpute about it—That what- 

ever town or fortreſs the corporal was at 
| work upon, during the courſe of their 
eampaign, my uncle Toby always took 
eare on the inſide of his ſentry-box which 
was towards his left- band, to have a plan 
of the lace, faſten d up with two or three 
pins 15 the top, > | but looſe” at the bottom, 3 
for the conyenioney of holding it up to 
the eye, etc. . . . as occaſions required; 
ſo that when an attack was reſolved upon, 
Mrs. Wadman had nothing more to do, 
when ſhe had got advanced to the door 
of the ſentry-box, but td extend her right 
hand; and edging in her left foot at the 
fame movement, to take hold of the 11 
ot plan, or upright, or whatever it was, 
and with outfiretched neck meeting it half 
way, — to advance it towards her; on 
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which my uncle Toby's paſſions were fure 
to catch. fre — for he would inſtantly take 
hold of the other corner of the map in his 
left hand, and with the end of his pipe, 
in the other, begin an explanation. 

When the atiack was advanced to this 
point ;—the world will naturally enter in- 
to the reaſons of Mrs, Wadman's next 
Rroke of generalſhip—which, was, to take 
my uncle Toby's tobaeco- pipe out of his 
hand as ſoon as The poſſibly could; which, 
under. one pretence or other, but general. 
iy that of pointing more diftinctly at fome 
redoubt or breaſt-work in the map, ſhe 
would effect before my uncle Toby (poor 
ſoul!) bad well marched, above half a 
dozen toiſes with it. 

It obliged my uncle Toby to make 
nſe of his forefinger. ,, . 

The difference it made in the, attack 
was this; That in going upon it, as in 
the firſt caſe, with the end of ber fore- 
finger againſt the end 17 uncle Toby's 
tobacco-pipe, ſhe might have travelled 
with it, along the lines, from Dan to 
Beerſbebg,, bad my, uncle..Toby's lines 
reached ſo. far, without any effect: fox 
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as there was no, arterial or vital heat in 
the end of the tobacco-pipe, it could ex 
cite no ſentiment—it could neither giye 
fire by pulſation—or receive it by ſympa- 
thy—'twas nothing but ſmoke. 

Whereas, in following my uncle Toby's 
ſorefinger with hers, cloſe through all the 
little turns and indentings of his works 
preſſing ſometimes againſt the hide of it— 
then treading ,upon its nail—then tripping 
it up- then touching it bere— then there, 


and ſo on—it let ſomething, at leaſt in 


motion. 0 

This, though might Ckirmiſhing . and at a 
giſtance from the main' body, yet drew 
on the reſi; for here, the map. ulually 
falling with the back of it, cloſe, to the 


fde of the ſentry-box, my unele Toby, | 


in the ſimplicity of his ſoul, would lay 
| bis hand flat upon it, in order to go on 
with his explanation; and Mrs. Wadman, 
by a manoeuvre as quick as thought, would 
as certainly place her's cloſe befide it; this 
at once opened a communication, large 
enough for any ſentiment to pals or repals, 
which a perſon ſkill'd in the elementary 
and practical part of lore making has oc- 
cafion for,— ; 
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By bringing up her forefinger parallel 
(as before) to my uncle Toby's —it una- 
voidably brought the thumb into action— 
and the forefinger and thumb being orice 
engaged, as naturally brought i in the whole 
hand, Thine, dear uncle Toby! was never 


now in its right place—Mrs. Wadman had 


it ever to take up, or, with the gentlef 
puſhings, protrufions, and equivocal com- 


Preſſions, that a hand to be removed is. 


capable of receiving—to get it preſs'd a 
hair-breadth of one fide out of her way. 
Whilſt this was doing, how eould ſhe 
forget to make bim ſen6ble, that it was 
her leg (and no one's elſe) at the bottom 
of the ſontry-box ; which (lightly preſs gd 
againſt the calf of his—So' that my uncle 


Toby being thus attacked and fore puſt'd 


on both his wings—was it a wonder, if 
now and then, it put his center into dif- 
ordert—" PAL DOR Wa api at ent gf 

— The deuee taks” ity 1 my! unele 
. ed diene | 82 


"= F 4 
oF 17 4 1 124 5 t 5 14 32 
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Tak ES E 3 — Mrs. eee you. 
will. readily. conceive to be of different 
kinds; varying from each other, like the at- 
tacks which hiſtory is full of, and from the 
lame reaſons. A general looker-on would 
ſcarce allow them. to be attacks at all—or if 
he did, would confound them all together, 
—But I write not to them: it will be time - 
enough to be a little more exact in my 
deſcriptions of them, as I come up to them, 
which will not be for ſome chapters; hay- 
ing nothing more to add in this, but that 
in a bundle of original papers and draw- 
ings which my father took care to roll up 
by themſelves, there is a plan of Bouchain 
in perfect preſeryation (and ſhall be kept 
ſo, whilſt I have power to preſerve any 
thing); upon the lower corner of which, 
on the right-hand fide , there is till remain- 
ing the marks of a ſnuffy finger and thumb, 
which there is all the realon in the world 
to imagine, were Mrs, Wadman's; for 
the oppolite fide of the margin, which I 
ſuppole to have been my uncle Toby's, 


Triſtram andy. Vol, VIII, M 


— ᷑õ EV —— 


1433 Tux LIFE be 


is abſolutely clean. This ſeems an authen- 
ticated record of one of theſe attacks; for 
there are veſtigia of the two punctures. 
partly grown up, but ſtill vifble on the 
oppolite corner of the map, which are un- 
queſtionably the very holes, through which 
it has been pricked up in the ſentry- box. 
By all that is prieſtly! I value this pre- 
cious relic, with its figmata and pricks, 
more than all the relics of the Romiſh 
church , — always excepting when I am 
writing upon thele matters „ the pricks 
which entered the fleſh of St. Radagunda 
in the deſert, which in your road from 
Fzssz to CLuny, the nuns of that name 
will ſhow you for love. 


C HAP. XVIII. 


I Think, an' pleaſe your honour, quoth 
Trim, the fortifications are quite defiroy-' 
ed and the baſon is upon a level with 
the mole. —I think fo too; replied my uncle 
Toby with a figh half ſuppreſs'd—but ſtep 
into the parlour, Trim, for the ee 
—it lies upon the table. | 
II has lain there theſe fix weeks, replied 
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| the'corporal} till this very mot mig that 
the old woman kindled the fire with Welt 
— Then, faid my uncle Toby, there is 
no farther occaſion for our ſervices. The 
more, an' pleaſe your honour, the pity, 
faid the corporal; in uttering which h 
caſt his ſpade into the wheelbarrow ; . 
was beſide bim, with an air the moſt ex- 
preſſive of diſconſolation that can be ima- 
gined, and was heavily turning about to 
lock for his pick-ax, his pioneer's ſhoyel, 
his piequets and other little military ſtores; 
in order to carry them off the field when 
a heigh ho! from the ſentry-box; which; 
being made of thin flit deal teverbetated 
the ſound more ſorrow fully to his ear; 
fordi@ hin. f % 1 
No, ſaid the corporal to himfelf, I'll 
do it before his honour riſes to- morrow 
morning; ſo taking his ſpade: out of the 
wheelbatrow again, with a liiile earth in 
it, as if to level ſomething at the f6ob of 
the glacis— but with a real intent to ap- 
proach nearer to his maſter, in orten d 
divert him— he loſen'd a ſod ot two 
pared their edges with his ſpade; and 
* siven —_ a gentle blow or two 


M 2 


140 Þ « q Tux LIF E or 11 


with he back of it, he ſat himſelf down 
cloſe by my uncle Toby's win and . 
as follows: T e Ita 
TT were l N W „ 
9g 4 qe" H A, P. xIx. % Soft 
| Janet $1 NE ni Jo en tft i >? 
17 was a thouſand: WW 1 be- 
lieve, an' pleaſe your honour, I'am going 
to ſay but a rn kind of a thing for a 
malen ener ee ee ee 
A ſoldĩer, * my ids Toby, . 
rupting the carporal, is no more exempt 
rom ſaying a fooliſh thing, Trim, than 
a man of letters. But not ſo often, and 
pleaſe your honour, replied the corporal— 
Mysuncle Toby gave a no. 
It was a thouſand pities then, ſaid the 
corporal, : caſting bis eye upon Dunkirk, 
and the mole!, : as: Servius Sulpieius, in 
returning outiof Alia (when he ſailed from 
Aegina towards Megara) * upon Corinth 
and Pyreus Natel ee 9) Hig %i- 
lt was a thouſand pities, an' pleaſe 
your honont tou deſtroy theſo works 
aud a thouſand pities to have let them 
Rood.” — E 116 n 1181: þ+ 
hon att:right, Trim, iu both ales: 


* 1 
- 
- 
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ſaid my uncle Toby This, continued the 
corporal, is the reaſon, that from the be. 
ginning of their demolition to the end 
I have never once whiſtled, or ſung; or 
laugh'd; or cry'd or talk'd of paſs'd-done 
deeds, or told your honour one ſtory, good 
nn er enn yt | 

— Thou haſt many excellencies, Trim, 
ſaid my uncle Toby, and I hold it not 
the, leaſt of them, as thou happeneſt to be 
a ſtory teller, that of the number thou haſt 
told me, either to amuſe me in my pains 
ful hours, or divert me in my graye ones— 
thou haſt ſeldom told me a bad one. 

., —Becauſe,/an' pleaſe your honour, ex- 

cept one of a Ang of Bohemia and his 
ſeven. cafiles,—they are all true; for they 

are about my ſolf. | 

I do not like the ſubject the 8 Trim, 

ſaid my uncle Toby, on that ſcore, But 

prithee what is this ſtory 2 thou haſt ex- 
- cited my curioſi ty. 

m tell it your honour, quoth the cor- 
poral directly Provided, ſaid my uncle 
Toby, looking earnefily towards Dunkirk 
and the mole again provided it is not a 
merry one; tg ſuch, Trim, a man ſhould 
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ever bring one half of the entertainment 
along with him; aud the diſpoſition I am 
in at preſent would wrong both thee, Trim, 
and thy flory—It is not a merry one by 
any means, replied the corporal — Nor 
would I have it altogether a grave one, 
added my uncle Toby—It is neither the 
one nor the other, replied the corporal, 
but will fuit your honour exactly.— Then 
T'll thank thee for it with all my heart, 
cried my e we , lo gp F4 oy th 
Tan. * 

The ene made his reverence; ak 
though it is not fo eaſy a matter as the 
world imagines, to pull off a lank Montero- 
cap with grace or a whit lefs difficult, 
in my conceptions, when a man is fitting 
ſquat upon the ground, to make a bow 
fo teeming with reſpect' as the corporal 
was wont, yet by ſuffering the palm of 
his right hand, which was towards his 
maſter, to ſlip backward upon the graſs, 
a little beyond his body, in order to allow 
it the greater ſweep—and by an unforeed 
compreſſion, at the ſame time, of his cap 
with the thumb and the two forefingers 
of his left, by which the dinmeter of the 
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cap: became reduced, ſo that it might be 
ſaid, rather to be inſenſibly ſqueezed — 
than pulled off with a flatus — the- cor» 
poral acquitted himſelf of both, in a better 
manner than the poſture of his affairs pro- 
miſed; and having hemmed twice, to find 
in what key his ſtory would beſt go, and 
beſt ſuit his maſter's humour he exchanged 
a fingle look of kindneſs with Ars and 
let * thus. e 


The Story ort the King of Bohemia 
and his ſeven calties.” 


Tarn . was a certain King of Bo—-hbe. 
As the'' corporal was entering the con- 
fines of Bohemia, my uncle Toby obliged 
him to halt for a ſingle moment; he had 
ſet out barebeaded, having fince he pull'd 
off bis Montero-cap. in the latter end of 
the laſt chapter, left it lying reren un 
on the ground. 

— The eye of goodneſs eſpieth all things 
—ſo that before the corporal had well 
got through the firſt ive words of his ftory, 
had my uncle Toby twice touch'd his 
Montero-cap with the end of his cane, 


ünterrogatively—as much as to ſay, Why 
dont you put it on; Trim? Trim took it 
up with the moſt reſpectful ſlowneſs , and 
caſting a glace of humiliation. as he did 

it, upon the embroidery of the fore-part, 
which being diſmally tarniſh'd and; fray d 


moreover in Jlome of the principal leaves 


and boldeſt paris of the pattern, he laid 
it down again betwixt his two feet, in 
order to moralize upon the ſubject. 
—*Tis every word of it but too true, 

eried my unde Toby, that thou art about 
© obſerve „e ei hne 

* Nothing in this world, Trim, is made 
to laft for ever?” ieee a a AAA . 
E But when tokens, dear Tom; of thy 
love and remembrance wear out, ſaid 
Trim, what ſhall we ſay? : 
There is no occaſion, Trim, quoth my 
uncle Toby, tai ſay; any thing elſe; and 
waz a man to puzzle his brains till Doom's- 
day, I believe, Trim, it PR" be i im- 
poſlible. 2153071 o) ILY $d 

The corporal 1 7 is my uncle Toby 
was in the right, and that it would be in 
vain for the wit of man to think of extract- 
ing a purer moral from his cap, without 
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farther attempting it, he put it on; and 
paſſing his hand acroſs his forehead to rub 
out a penfive wrinkle, which the text and 
the doctrine between them had engendered, 
he returned with the ſame look and tone 
of voice; to his ſtory of the King of Bohe- 


YR ow caſtles, :* Lag 
11 0 


The boy of the King of Bohemia 


and his ſeven caſtles, continued. 


THERE was a certain King of Boke- 


mia, but in whoſe reign, except his own, 


I am not able to inform your honout, —: 


1 


I do not defireit of thee, Trim, by any: 


means, cried my uncle Toby,” | {© 1 


lt was a little before the time, an? 
pleaſe your honour ,c when giants were be - 
ginning to leave off breeding; but in 2 7 
year of our Lord that was- 


3 


-I would not give a W to hoo 


ſaid my uncle Toby. 


— Only, an' pleaſe your WRA it 


makes a ſtory look the better in the face. 


'Tis thy 'own;” Trim; To ornament it 


after thy own faſhion; and take any date, 
continued my uncle Toby, looking plea- 
Triſtram Mandy. Vol. VIII. N 
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fantly upon bim—take any date in the 


whole world thou chooſe, and put it to 
thou art heartily weleome - 
The corporal bowed; for of every cen- 


tury, and of every year of that century, 


from the firſt creation of the world down, 
to Noah's flood; and from Naab's flood: 
to the birth of Abraham; through all the 

pilgrimages ofthe paltiarchs, to the depar-' 
ture of the Iſraelites out of Egypt and 

throughout all the Dynaſties, Olympiads, 
Urbeconditas, and other, memorable epo- 
chas / of he different nations of the world, 
down tothe coming of Chriſt, and from 
thence to the very moment in which the 

corporal was. telling his tory — bad my 
uncle Toby ſubjected this vaſt empire of 

time and, all its abyſſes at his feet; but as 
MopesTyY ſcarce touches with a finger 
what LIBERALITY. offers her with both 
hands open—the corporal contented him- 


ſelf, with the very worſt year of the whole 


bunch; which, to ptevent your, honours 


olf the Majority and Minority from tearing 


the very fleſh off your bones in conteſta- 
tion, Whether that year is not always 
the laſt eaſt-year of the laſt cafi-almanac” 


7 1 

. * . [4 & *# * 

1 4 m Finn . 
* 
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I teH yd plainly it Was; but from a 
different reaſon than you wot of— 
It was the year next him which being 
the year of our Lord ſeventeen hundred 
and twelve, when the duke of Ormond 
was playing the devil in Flanders the 
corporal took it, and ſet out with it n 
on his e 10 DR 0 


1. 


The PL: of tha King of Bohemia 
and his ſeven'caltles, continued. 


yo 


In the year of our Lord one thouſand 
feven. hundred and twelve, there was, 
an' pleaſe your honour--ᷣ--᷑?ĩ?rö% 

—To tell thee truly, Trim, quoth my 
uncle Toby, any other date would have 
pleaſed me much better, not only on ac- 
count of the ſad ſtain upon our hiſtory 
that year, in marching off our troops, 
and refuſing to cover the. fiege of Queſ« 
noi, though Fagel Was carrying on the! 
works with ſuch incredible vigour but 
likewiſe on the ſcore, Trim, of thy own 
ſtory; becauſe if there are—and which, 
from what thou haſt dropt, I partly ſuſpect 
to be the fact —if there are giants in 
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: There is dut broth to an” 3 your 
honour,—' ic / COT DOE enen 
— Tis as hears; as ee replied my 
| ande. Toby—thou: ſhouldfi.have carried 
him back ſome ſeven or eight hundred 
years out of harms way, both of critics 
and: other people; and therefore I would 
adviſe thee; if ever thou telleſt it again 
—If I live, an' pleaſe your honour, 
but once to get through it, I will never 
tell it again, quoth Trim, either to man, 
woman, or child-Poo——poo! faid my 
uncle Toby — but; with accents of ſuch 
ſweet encouragement did: he utter it, that 
the corporal went on with; his 1 . wilh 


| ou Yo RNS ever. 


The Rory of the: King: of Bohemia 
and his ſeven n 5 n 


3 
1 


'T+ HE RE . an ' pleaſe 508 e 
taid the corporal, raiſing his voice and 
wmbbing the: palms of his two hands chee- 
rily together as he 0 25 a certain ed 
of Bobemia N 
Leave out the date 3 Trim, 


Qoth my unele Toby, leaning forwards, 
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and laying his hand gently upon the core 
poral's ſhoulder to temper, the interrup- 
tion—leayerit out entirely, Trim: a tory 
palles, very well without theſe. niceties, 
unleſs one is pretty ſure, of 'em—Sure of 

em! ſaid the corporal, ſhaking his head 

Right; anſwered my uncle Toby, it is 

4 eaſy, Trim, for one bred up as thou 
and I bave been to arms, who ſeldom 
looks farther. forward than to the end of 
his muſket, or backwards beyond his 
knapſack, to know much about this mat- 
ter—God bleſs your honour ] [aid the cor- 
poral, won by the manner of my uncle 
Toby's reaſoning, as much as by the rea- 
ſoning itlelf; he has ſomething elſe to 
| doz if not on, action or a march, ox upon 
Aety in his garriſon—he has his firelock, 
an pleaſe your honour, to furbiſh — his 
accoutrements to take care of—his regi- 
mentals to mend—himſelf to ſhave and 
keep, clean, ſo as to appear always like 
what he is upon the parade; what buſineſs, 
added the Corporal triumphantly, has 4 
ſoldier, an pleaſe your honour, to know 
any thing at all of geography? 

—Thou would'ft vary [aid chronology , 


15⁰ as LIE or- 


Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby; for. as for 
geography, tis of abſolute uſe to him; 
be muſt be acquainted intimately with every 
country and its boundaries where bis pro- 
feſſion carries him; he Thould know every 
town and city, and village and hamlet, 
with the canals, the roads, and hollow- 


ways which lead up to them; there is 


not a river ora rivulet he paſſes, Trim, 
but he ſhould be able at firſt fight to tell 


thee What is its name in what 'moun- 


tains it takes its riſe - what is its courſe— 
how far it is navigable - where fordable 
where not; he ſhould"know' the fertility 
of every valley, as well as the hind who 
'ploughs it; and be able to deſeribe, or, 
if it is requited, to give thee an exact 
map of all "the plains and defiles, the 
forts, the acclivities, the woods and mo- 
raſſes, through an by which his army is 


ts march; he ſhould know their produce, 


their plants, their minerals, their waters, 
theit animals, theit {eaſons „ their cli - 
mates, their heats and cold, their inhabi- 
tants, their cuſtoms, their language, their 
policy, and even their relitzion. . 
Is it elſe to be conceived, corporal, 
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continued my uncle Toby, rifing up in his 
ſentry-box, as he began to warm in this 
part of bis diſcourſe - how Marlborough 
could have marchedichis army from tho 
banks of the Maes to Belburg; from Bel- 
burg to Kerpenord— (here the corporal 
could fit no longer) from Kerpenord, Trim, 
to Kalſaken ; from Kalſaken to Newdorf; 
from Newdorf to Landenbourg; from 
Landenbourg to Mildenheim, from Mil- 
denheim to Elchingen; from Elchingen to 
Gingen; from Gingen to Balmerchoffen; 
krom Balmerchoffen to Skellenburg, where 
be broke in upon the enemy's works; 
: forced his paſſage over the Danube ; oroſs d 
the Lech—puſhed on bis troops into the 
heart of the empire, marebing at the head 
of them through Friburg, Hokenwert , and 
. Schonevelt, to the plains of Blenbeim and 
Hochſtet—Great as he was, corporal, he 
could not have advanced a ſtep, or made 
one fingle day's march without the aids of 
Geography As for Chronology , I own, 
Trim, continued my uncle Toby ,;Gtting 
| down again cooly in his lentry- box; hat 
of all others, it ſeems a ſcience which a 
ſoldier might beſt ſpare, was it not for 


- 


232 Tus LIFE or"! ” 


the lights which that ſcience muſi one day 
Sive him, in determining the invention of 
powder ; tie furious execution of which, 
:renverling every hing like thunder before 


itz has become a new aera to us of mili- 


tar improvements, changing ſo totally the 
nature of attacks and defences both by ſea 
and land, and awakening ſo much art and 
kill in: doing it, that» the world cannot 
be too exact in aſcertaining the preciſe 
time of its diſcovery, or too inquiſitive in 
knowing what great man was the diſ- 
coverer, and what occaſions gäve birth 
to it. | | 8 rt 5 

I am far from controverting, continued 
my uncle Toby, what hiftorians agree in, 
that in the year of our Lord 1380, under 
the reign of Wenceslaus, ſon of Charles 
the fourth—a certain prieſt, whole: name 
"was Schwartz, ſhew'd the uſe of powder 
"to the Venetians, in their wars againſt 


the Genoeſe; but tis certain he was not 


the firfi; becauſe if we are to believe Don 
Pedro the ' biſhop of Leon—How came 
prieſts and biſhops, an' pleaſe your honour, 
to trouble their heads ſo much about gun- 
powder? God knows, laid my uncle To- 

* 


| 
| 
| 
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by — his providence brings good out of 


every thing —and he avers, in his chro- 
nicle of Kiag Alphonſus, who reduced 
Toledo, That in the year 1343, which 
- was full thirty ſeven years before that time, 


the ſecret of powder was, well known, 


and employed with ſucceſs, both by Moors 
and Chriſtians, not only in their ſea 
combats, at that period, but in many of 
their moſi memorable ſieges in Spain and 


Batbary— And all the world knows, that 
Friar Bacon had wrote expreſsly about 
it, and had generouſly given the world a 
receipt to make it by, above a hundred 


and fifty years before even Schwartz Was 
born — And that the Chineſe, added my 


uncle Toby, embarraſs us, and all ac- 
counts of it fiill more, by boaſting of the 


invention ſome hundreds of. Years even 
before him — 


* if 177 


They are a pack of liars, I believe n 
cried Trim ' 

They are e. r e 3 
laid my uncle Toby, in this matter, as is 
plain to me from the preſent, miſerable 

ſtate of military architecture amongſt them: 
which conſiſts of nothing more than a 


ie LIP Get 


-foſle with a brick wall without flanks<- 
and for what they give us as à baſtion at 
each anglè of it, tis ſo“ barbarouſly con- 
ſtrueted, that it looks for all the world 
Like one of my ſeven ms. an' you 
Four honour, juoth Trim. | 
My uncle Toby, — in the ae 
«diſtreſs fora compariſon , moſt courteouſly 
"refuſed Trim's offer—till Trim telling him, 
he had half a dozen more in Bohemia, 
which he knew not how to get off his hands 
my uncle Toby was ſo touched with the 
pleaſantry of heart of the corporal= that 
he diſcontinued his diſſertation upon gun- 
powder—and begged the corporal forth - 
with to go on with his ſtory of the King 
ene _ his (oven: ae oa 
5 Rory: of the King of — 
and his ſeven caſtles, continued. 


'Tais unfortunate King of Bohemia, 
- faid Trim — Was he unfortunate then? 
cfied my üuele Toby, for he had been 
fo wrapt up in his diſſertation upon 
gunpowder and other military affairs, 
that though he had defired' the corporal 
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to go on, yet the many interruptions he 
had given, dwelt not ſo ſtrong upon his 
fancy, as to account for the epithet <- 
Was he wnfortunate then, Trim? ſaid 
my uncle Toby, pathetically — The cor- 
poral, wiſhing firſt the rd and all its 
ſynonimas at the devil, forthwith began 
to run back in his mind the prineipal '. 
events in the King of Bobemia's Rory : 
from every one of which; it appearing that 
be was the moſt fortunate man: that ever 
exiſted in the world—it' put the corporal 
to a ſtand; for not caring to retract his 
epithet— and leſs, to explain it and leaſt 
of all, to twiſt his tale (like men of lore) 
to ferve a lyſtem he looked up in my 
uncle Toby's face for alliſlance but ſeeing 
it was the' very thing my uncle Toby ſat 
in expectation of himſelf—aſter a * 
and a haw he went on TY 
The King of Bohemia, an' pleaſe wur 
honour, replied the cotporal, was wnfor- 
tunate, as thus That taking great plea- 
ſure and delight in navigation and all fort ot 
lea affairs and there happening through. 
out the whole kingdom of Bohemia, to 
be no ſea-port town whatever "" 
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How the deuce ſhould there — Trim? 
cried, my unole Toby; for Bohemia being, 
totally inland, it could have happen'd no 
otherwiſe - —l1t, might, laid, Triad o: if it 
had pleaſed God M el * 
My uncle Toby never ſpoke ofthe being 
and natural attributes of God, but with 
diffidence and heſitation — beet nas 1 
Al believe not, replied my uncle, To- 
by, after. ſome; pauſe ſor being inland, 
as I laid and having Silefia and Moravia 
to the eaſt; Lulſatia and Upper Saxony 
to the north; F ranconia to the weſt; and 
Bavaria to the ſouth: Bohemia could not 
haye been propelled to the ſea, without 
.cealing,to be Bohemia — nor could the 
fea, on the other hand, have come up 
10 Bohemis,, without overflowing a great 
part of Germany, and deſtroying millions 
of unfortunate inhabitants who could make 
no defence againſt it—Scandalous!, cried 
Tum Which would beſpeak, added my 
uncle Toby, mildly „luch a want of com- 
: paſſion. in him who is the father of it— 
that, I think, Trim the thing 0 haye 
happen'd no way. 
The corporal made the bow of: gs, Loa 
ed conviction, and went on, 
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No the King of Bohemia with his queen 
and courtiers happening one fine ſummer's 
evening to walk out- —Ayel there the 
word happening is right, Trim, eried my 
uncle Toby; for the King of Bohemia and 
his queen might have walked out, or let 
it alone ;—'twas a matter of contingeney, 
which might Th, {ty or-not r * chanee 
ordered it. e en, 
King William was of an opinion, an 
pleaſe your .honour,,. quoth Trim, that 
every thing was predeſtined for us in this 
world; inſomuch that he would often fay, 
to! his ſoldiers, that“ every ball had its 
billet.” He was a great man, ſaid; my 
uncle Toby — And I believe, cdntinued 
Trim, to this day, that the ſhot which 
diſabled me at the battle of Landen, was 
pointed at my knee for no other purpoſe, 
but to take me out of his ſervice, and 
place me in your honour's where I ſhould 
be taken ſo much beiter care of in my 
old age—It ſhall never, Trim, be con- 
ſtrued otherwiſe, ſaid my uncle Toby. 
The heart both of the maſter and the 
man, were alike ſubject to ſudden over- 


flowings ;—a ſhort flence enſued. 
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Befides, faid the corpbral, reſuming the 
diſeourſe but in a gayer accent—if it had 
not been for that ſingle ſhot; I had never, 
an” pleaſe your honour, been in love— - 
So thou waſt once in love, Trim? ſaid 
my uncle Toby, fmiling—/' g- 
. Souſe! replied the eee 
add ears! an pleaſe your honour. Prithee 
when? where ?—and how came it to paſs? 
I never heard one word of it before, 
quoth my: uncle Toby.—I dare ſay, an- 
ſwered Trim, that every drummer and fer» 
2 ſon in the regiment knew of it— 
It's high time I tas Wen my uncle 
Toby. 11 pw nn 
Tour honour ebe with eoncern, 
ſaid the corporal, the total rout and con- 
fafion.of our camp and army at the affair 
of Landen; every one was left to ſhift ſor 
himfelf; and if it had not been for the re- 
giments of Wyndham, Lumley, and Gal- 
way, which covered the retreat over the 
bridge of Neerſpeeken, the king bimſelf 
could ſcarce have gain'd it—be was preſs'd 
hard, as your gprs provi on voy: 
fide' of him | 


Gallant mortal! aried y uncle Toby ji | 


TRISTRAM SHANDY. 239 


caught up with enthufiaſm—tbis moment; 
now that all is loft, I ſee him galloping 
acroſs me, corporal, to the left, to bring 
up the remains of the Engliſh horſe along 
with him to ſupport: the right, and tear 
the laurel from Luxembourg's brows, if 
yet tis poſſible—1 ſee him with the knot 
of his ſcarfe juſt ſhot off, infuſing freſh 
ſpirits into poor Galway's regiment— riding 
along the line—then wheeling abeut, and 
charging Conti at the head of it: Brave! 
brave, hy Heaven! cried my uncle Toby, 
The deſerves a crown — As richly, as a 
thief. a halter, ſhouted Trim. | 

My uncle Toby knew the nee 
loyalty ;—otherwiſe the compariſon was 
not at all to his mind—it did not alto- 
gether ſtrike the corporal's fancy when 
he had made it—but it could not be re- 
called—ſo he had Tt 45 to oy „ 1 8 _ 
ceed. 0 75 x 

As the a of wind) was We | 
gious, and no one had time to think of 
any thing, but his own ſafety— Though 
Talmaſh, ſaid my unele Toby, brought 
off the foot with great prudence—But 1 
was left upon the field, {aid the corpo- 
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ral. Thou waſt eee fellow] replied 
my uncle Toby - So that it was noon the 
next day, cominued the corporal, before 
was exchanged, and put into a cart 
with thirteen or fourteen more, in order 
to be conveyed to our hoſpital. 
There is no part of the body, an' pleaſe 
your' honoun; Where a wound occafions 
more inteloratle v0 p54 than one the: 
knee — 2 f + 
Except the. grain; laid a aels Toby. 
An' pleaſe your honour, replied the cor- 
poral, the knee, in my opinion, muſt 
certainly be the moſt acute, ther being 
ſo many tendons and W yk -call- "_ 
alk-abeut;it; no 541) R140 ol 
It is for that reaſon, Ss ihe ns 4 
Toby that the groin is -infinitely more 
ſenſible — there being not only as many 
tendons and what-d'ye-call-'ems (for 1 
know their names as little as thou ww | 
| —about it—but moreover *F*. 
Mrs. Wadman who had 3 all #16 
time in her arbour—inſtantiy Ropped her 
breath—unpinned her mob at the chin, 
and fivod up upon one leg—— 
The diſpute was maintained with pn ; 
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cable and equal force betwixt my uncle 
Toby and Trim for ſome time; till Trim 
at. length recollecting that he had often 
cried at his maſter's ſufferings , but never 


ſhed a tear at his own—was for giving 


up the point, which my uncle Toby would 
not allow —'Tis a proof of nothing, Trim, 
ſaid he, but the generolity of thy temper— 

80 that whether the pain of a wound 


in the groin ( caeteris paribus P] is greater 
than the pain of a wound in the knee - or 


Whether the pain of a wound in the 
3 is not greater than the pain of a 
wound i in the groin—are points which to 
this day remain ApEn. _— 


CHAP. xx. 


Tun anguiſh of my knee, continued 
the corporal, was exceſſive in itſelf; and 
the unealineſs of the cart, with the rough- 
neſs of the roads, which were terribly 
cut up — making bad ill worle— every 
ſtep was death to me; fo that with the 
loſs of blood, and the want of care ta- 
ken of me, and a fever I felt coming on 
- beſides — (Poor ſoul! ſaid my uncle To- 
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by) all together, an' pleaſe your bonour, 
was more than I could ſuſtain. 

I was telling my Tufferings to a young 
woman at a peaſant's houſe, where our 
cart, which was the laſt of the line, had 


halted; they had belped me in, and the 


young woman had taken a cordial out-of 
her pocket and dropped it upon ſome ſu- 
gar, and ſeeing it had cheered me, ſhe 
had given it me a ſeeond and a third 
time——S0 I was telling her, an' pleaſe 
your honour, the anguiſh I was in, and 
was laying it was ſo intolerable to me, 
that I had much rather lie down upon 
the bed, turning my face towards one 
which was in the corner of the room— 
and die, than go on—when, upon her 
attempting to lead me to it, I fainted 
away in her arms, She was a good ſoul! 


as your honour, faid the corporal, wip- 


ing his eyes, will hear, 

I thought love had been a joyous thing, 
quoth my uncle Toby. 

'Tis the moſt ſerious thing, an pleaſe 
your honour ame) that is in the 
world, 

u the perſuaſion of the young womans 
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continued the corporal; the cart with the 
wounded men ſet off without me: ſhe had 
aſſured them I ſhould expice immediately 
if I was put into the cart. So whenT came 
to mylelf—I found myſelf in a ill, quiet 
| cottage, with no one but the young wo- 
man, and the peaſant and his wife. I was 
laid acroſs the bed in the corner of the 
room, with my wounded leg upon a chair, 
and the young woman beſide me, holding 
the corner of her handkerchief dipped in 
vinegar to my noſe with one hand, and 
rubbing my temples with the other. 

I took her at firſt for the daughter of 
the peaſant (for it was no inn)—ſs had 
offexed her a little -purſe with eighteen 
florins , which my poor brother Tom (here 
Trim wiped bis eyes) had ſent me as a 
token, by a recruit, juſt before he ſet out 
for Liſbon. | | 

— TI never told your se that: rss 
ſtory yei——here Trim wiped his eyes a 
third time. | 1% 43722 

The young woman called the old man 
and his wife into the room, to ſhew them 
the money, in order to gain me credit 
for a bed and what little neceſſaries I 1 
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fhould want, till I ſhould; be in a condi- 
tion to be got to the hoſpital — Come 
then! ſaid (he, tying up the little purſe 
Ill be your banker—but as that office 
alone will not keep me employed, I'll 


be your nurſe too. 


- I thought by her manner of ſpeaking 


this, as well as by her dreſs, which I 
then began to conſider more attentively— 


that the young woman could not be the 
daughter of the peaſant. | 

She was in black down to her toes, 
with her hair concealed under a cambric 
border, laid cloſe to her forehead; ſhe 


was one of thoſe kind of nuns, an' pleaſe 


your honour, of which, your honour 
knows, there are a good many in Flan- 
ders, which they let go loole— —By thy 
defcription,- Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby 
I dare ſay ſhe was a young Beguine, of 
which there are none to be found any 
where but in the Spaniſh Netherlands 
except at Amfterdam — they differ from 
auns in this, that they can quit their 
cloiſter if they chooſe to marry ; they viſit 
and take care of the fick by profeſſion— 
1 had rather; for my own part, they did 
it out of good - nature. 
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—She often told me, quoth Trim, ſhe 
did it for the love of Chriſt—I did not 


like it—LI believe, Trim, we are both 


wrong, ' ſaid my uncle Toby—we'll aſk 
Mr. Vorick about it--to-night. at my bro+ 
ther Shandy's—ſo put me in mind; Ie 
ded my uncle Toby. 

The young Beguine, continued 1 gor · 
poral, had ſcarce given herſelf time to 


tell me <* ſhe would be my nurſe,” when 


ſhe haſtily turned about to begin the of- 
fice of one, aud prepare [omething for 
me and in a ſhort time—though I thought 
it a long one—ſhe came back with flan- 
nels, etc, and having, fomented my knee 
foundly for a couple of hours, etc. and 
made me a thin baſon of. gruel for my 
 ſupper—ſhe wiſhed me reſt, and promiſ- 
ed to be with me early in the morning.— 
She wiſhed me, an' pleaſe your honour, 


what was not to be had. My fever ran 


very high that night—her figure made ſad 
diſturbance within .me—I was every mo- 
ment cutting the world in two—to give 
her half of it——and every moment was 
I crying, That I had nothing but a knap- 
ſack and eighteen florins tas ſhate with 
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| her—The whole night long was the fair 
Beguine, like an angel, cloſe by my bed. 
fide, holding back my curtain and offer- 
ing me cordials—and I was only awa- 
kened from my dream by her coming there 
at the hour promiſed, and giving them 
in reality. In truth ſhe was ſcarce ever 
from me, and ſo accuſtomed was I to re- 
ceive life from her hands, that my heart 
fickened, and I loſt colour when ſhe left 
the room: and yet, continued the corpo- 
ral, (making one of the ſtrangeſt reflec- 
tions upon it in the world) — | 
—< 7t was not love — for during the 
aids weeks ſhe was almoſt conſtantly 
with me, fomenting my knee with her 
hand, night and day—I can bonefily ſay, 
an' pleaſe your honour— that we Wade 
SXXX## #X#X# once. IM 
That was very odd, Trim, quoth my 
uncle Toby— 

I think ſo too—ſaid Mrs, Wadman, | 
It never did, ſaid che corporal, + 


* 
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Bor "tis no marvel, continued the 
corporal—ſeeing my uncle Toby muſing 
upon it—for Love, an' pleaſe your ho- 
Nour, is exactly like war, in this; that a 
ſoldier though he has eſcaped three weeks 
complete o' Saturday night, may never- 
theleſs be ſhot through his heart on Sun- 
day morning It happened ſo here, an' 
pleaſe your honour, with this difference 
only—that it was on Sunday in the af- 
ternoon, when 1 fell in love all at once 
with a Blferara—it burſt upon me, an' 
e your honour, like a bomb —Tcarce 
giving me time to ſay, « God bleſs me.” 
I thought, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby, 
a man never fell in love ſo yery ſuddenly, 

Les, an' pleaſe your honour, if he is 
in the way of it—replied Trim. 

I prithee, quoth my uncle Toby, in- 
form me how this matter happened, 

Wich all pleaſure, ſaid the corporal, 
making a bow. 
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CHA P. , XXII. 


I HAD Ther continued the, corporal, 
all that time from falling in love, and 
had gone on to the end of the chapter, 
bad it not been predeſtinated otherwiſe — 
there i is no reſiſting our fate. | 
It was on & Sunday, i in the afternoon , 
as L told your honour—, | 

The old man and his wife bad walked 
out— 

Every ig was fin and huſh as mid- 
night about the houſe— 

There was not ſo much as a duck or a 
duckling, about the , yard— — 

——When the fair begins, came in to 
ſee me. 

My wound was then in a fair way of 
doing well — the inflammation had been 
gone off for {ome time, but it was ſuc- 
ceeded by an itching both above and be- 
low my knee, lo inſufferable, that I had 
not ſhut my eyes the whole night for it. 

Let me ſee it, ſaid ſhe, kneeling down 
upon the ground parallel to my knee, 
and laying her hand upon the part below 
it — It only wants rubbing a little, ſaid 


% 
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the Beguine; ſo,coyering it with the bed- 
clothes, ſhe began, with. the forefinger of 
her right hand 0 ub under my knee, 
guiding her forefinger backwards and for- 
wards by the edge of the. flannel which 
kept on. the dreſſing, 

In five or fix minutes I felt.Clightly the 
end of her ſecond finger — and preſently 
it was laid flat with the other, and he 
continued rybbing in that * way round an 
round for a good while; it then came in- 
to, my head that I ſhould fall in love—I 
bluſhed when 1 ſaw, how white a hand 
ſhe had—I ſhall never, an” pleaſe your 
bonour, , bebold. another band ſs, (white 
whilſt 1 Bye— 4 his 
Not in that Pieke; faid my uncle 
Fab . 7, 1-4; 

Thong it was the moi ſerigus affair 
in nature. to the. cqrporal—he « could. not 
forbear; {miling., I 

The young Beguine , continued. the cor- 
poral, pexrceiying, it was, of great, ſeryice 
io, me—from.rubbing, for ſome time, with 
two! $ggers—proceeded to rub at length 
with three—till by little and little” ſhe 
brought down, the fourth , nd then rphbed 
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ber The whole night long was the fair 
Beguine, like an angel, eloſe by my bed- 
fide, holding back my curtain and offer- 
ing me cordials—and I was only awa- 
kened from my dream by her coming there 
at the hour promiſed, and giving them 
in reality. In truth ſhe was ſcarce ever 
from me, and ſo accuftomed was I to re- 
ceive life from her hands, that my heart 
fickened, and I loſt colour when ſhe left 
the room: and yet, continued the corpo- 
ral, (making one of the firangeſt reflec- 
tions upon it in the world) — 

—< 7t was not love for during the 
three weeks ſhe was almoſt conſtantly 
with me, fomenting my knee with her 
baad, night and day—I can bonefily ſay, 
an' pleaſe your honour — that ** ##3#% 
reer once. * 
That was very odd, Trim, quoth my 
uncle Toby— 

I think ſo too—ſaid Mrs, Wadman, | 
It never did, ſaid the corporal, 


* 
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Bur tis no marvel, continued the 


corporal—ſeeing my uncle Toby muſing 
upon it—for Love, an' pleaſe your ho- 
nour, is exactly like war, in this; that a 
ſoldier though he has eſcaped three weeks 
complete o' Saturday night, —may never- 
theleſs be ſhot through his heart on Sun- 
day morning It happened ſo here, an' 
pleale your honour, with this difference 
only—that it was on Sunday in the af- 
ternoon, when 1 fell in love all at once 
with a BIſerara—it burſt upon me, an' 
pleaſe your honour , like a bomb Licares 
giving me time to ſay, « God bleſs me.” 

I thought, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby, > 
a man never fell in love ſo very ſuddenly. 

Lies, an pleaſe your honour, if he is 
in the way of it—replied Trim. 


I prithee, quoth my uncle Toby, in- 


form me how this matter happened, 
—With all pleaſure, ſaid the corporal, 
making a bow. 
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CHA P. XXII. 


I HAD eſcaped, continued the, corporal, 
all that time from falling in loye, and 
had gone on to the end of the chapter, 
had it not been predeſtinated otherwiſe — 
there is no reſiſting our fate. | 
It was on a Sunday, i in the alternoon , 
as L told your honour— wh de 

The old man and his wile bad walked 
out 

Every thing was „ fin and buſh as mid. 
night about the houſe— 

There was not ſo much as a deck or 4 
duckling about the yard — WH 

— When the fair Begins came in to 
ſee me. 

My wound was then_in a fair way of 
doing well— the inflammation had been 
gone off for {ome time, but it was ſuc- 
ceeded by an itching both above and be- 
low my knee, lo inſufferable, that I had 
not ſhut my eyes 17 hole night for it. 

Let me ſee it, ſaid ſhe, kneeling down 
upon the ground parallel to my knee, 
and laying her hand upon the part below 
it — It only wants rubbing a little, ſaid 


* 
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the Beguine; ſo,coyering it with the bed- 
clothes, ſhe began, with. the forefinger « of 
her right hand 10 tub under my knee » 
guiding her forefinger backwards and. for- 


wards by the edge of the. flannel which 
kept on. the dreſſing, _ 

In fiye or fix minutes. I felt.Clightly the 
end. of her ſecond finger — and preſently 
it Was laid flat with the other, and lhe 
continued rubbing. in that way round an 
round for a good while; it then came in- 
to. my head that I ſhould fall in love—I 


bluſhed when I ſaw, how. white a hand 


ſhe had—1 Thall never, an' pleaſe your 
honour, , bebold. another band ſe white 
il I liye - 11 
| Not. in . eres laid my uncle 
aw 7 Jenas 

Though it was the moſi ferigns affair 
in nature. to the, corpral—he could. not 
forbear, {miling., ; 1 

The young Beguine, continued. the eox- 
poral, perceiying it was, of great, f expice 
jo. me—from.rubbing, for ſome time, wi 
two! ggers proceeded to rub At length 
with three—till by little and little” ſhe 

brought doyn the fourth, and then ryhbed 


. Trifiram handy. Vol, VIII. P 


- * 


2 L *4 i 
170 Taz bor 


with her Whole hand; I in never fay 
another Word, an” ' pleaſe” your honour, 
upon bands again—but it Was ſofter than 
ſattin— a+ by 

—Prithee, Trim, commend it as inch 
as thou wilt, ſaid my uncle Toby ; I ſhall 
hear thy Rory with the more delight— 
The corporal thanked his maſter moſt un- 
feignedly ; but having nothing to ſay upon 
the Beguine's' hand, but the fame over 
again he proceeded to the effects of it. 

The fair Beguine „ laid the corporal, 
continued rubbing with her whole hand 
under my | knee — till 1 feared her zeal 
would weary her - I Would do a thou- 
ſand times ae „ ſaid [he, „for the love 
of Chriſt “ In ſaying which ſhe paſſed 
her hand acroſs the flannel, to the. part 
above my knee, which I had equally 
complained of, and rubbed it alſo. 

1 perceived, then, I was beginning to 
be i in love.— * od} ended. ane evans Gn dhe 


As ſhe contiuded tube” rubbing —I 


fell it Tpread from under her hand,” an' 
pleaſe your honour, to Rr part of wy 
frame. — HAS. 4171 19 a5 


The more Che rübbed, as the longer 


1 11 \ * 
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ſtrokes ſhe took —the more the fire kindled 
in my veins—till at length, by two or 
three ſtrokes longer than the refi—my pal- 
ſion roſe to the ms PN x ſeized her 
hand— | 

.—And- then, Mos ae it to 5 
lips, Trim, ſaid my uncle mme 
madeſt a ſpeecchg. 0 
Whether . amour Ka 
ed preciſely in the way my uncle Toby 
deſeribed it, is not material; it is enough 
that it contain'd in it the eſſence of all 
the love-romances which ever have been 
| err . the boginaing of 0 world. 


* * ; 7 
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Ast foon as the Mine had. Sniſhed the 
flory of his amour—or rather my uncle 
Toby for him—Mrs,,'Wadman filently ſal- 
lied forth from her arbour, replaced the 
pin in her mob, pals'd the wicker-gate, 
and advanced ſlowly, towards my uncle 
Toby's ſentry-box ;. the diſpofition which 
Trim had made in my uncle Toby,s mind, 
was too favourable a erifis to be let ſlip.— 
5 '1—The attack was detexmin d upon: it 
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was facilitated fill more by my unele To- 


by's having ordered the corporal. to wheel 


off the pioneer's ſhovel, the ſpade, the 
piek- ax, the picquets and other military 
ores which lay ſcatter'd upon the ground 
where Dunkirk ſtood— The corporal. had 


marched—the field was clear. 


Now confider, Sir, what bene leis 


either in fighting or writing, or any thing 


elſe (whether in rhime to it, or not) which 
a man has occaſion to do— to act by plan: 

for if ever Plan, independent of all cir- 
cumfiances ; deſerved regiſtering in letters 
of gold (1 Wat is the archives of Gotham) 
—it was certainly the PLAN of Mrs. Wad- 
man's attack of my uncle Toby in his ſen- 
try-box, BY PLan—Now the Plan hang- 

ig up in it at this. juncture, being the 
Plan of Dunkirk-—and the tale of Dunkirk 
a tale of relaxation, it oppoſed eyery im- 
preſſion ſhe could make: and befides, 
could fhe have gone upon it —the ma- 
noeuvre of fingers and hands in the attack 
of che ſentry box, was ſo outdone by that 
of the fair Beguine's in Trim's fiory—that 
juſt then, that particular attack, bowever 
fucceſsfal before—became the moſt beart- 
leſs attack that could be made.— 
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O! let woman alone for this. Mrs. Wad- 
man had ſcarce open'd the wicker - gate, 
when her genius ported with the + change 
of circumſtances, 8 

* formed a new ae jn emen 


"CHAP. XXIV !'-- + 


IA hats difranten; NOR "IYER 
ſaid Mrs. Wadman, holding up her cans- 
brio handkerchief to her left eye, -as:ſhe 
approached the door of my uncle Toby's 
ſentry-box — a mote— or ſand— or ſame- 
thing—I know not what', has got into this 
eye of mine—do look into it—it is not in 
the white,— 

Tn ſaying which , Mrs. Wadmaii edged 
berſelf cloſe in befide my unole Toby, and 
ſqueezing herſelf down upon the corner 
of his bench, ſhe gave him an oppottu- 


' nity of doing it without riling n * 

into it — [aid he. 1 

Honeſt ſoul! thou didſt look into it with 

as much innocency of heart, as ever child 

looked into a raree ſhew-box; and Tones 

as much a fin to have hurt thee. 
—If a man will be Peeping of his own 
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accord into things of that vature—I're no- 
emu to ſay to it.. 

My uncle Toby never did: 5 I wil 
anſwer for him, that he would have ſat 
quietly-upon a ſofa from June to January, 
(which, you know, takes in both the hot 
and cold months) with an eye as fine as 
the Thracian * Rhodope's befides him, 
without being able. to tell, whether it Was 
a black or a blue one. 

The difficulty. to get my unele Toby s 
to look at one at all. 

Tis ſurmounted. 3 | 

- I ſee him yonder with his pipe 3 
5 dla in his hand, and the aſhes falling 

out of it—looking— and looking—then rub- 
bing his eyes and looking, again, with 
twice, the good nature that ever Galileo 
looked for a ſpot in the ſun. 

In vain! for by all the powers which 
the animate organ—— Widow Wadman's 
left eye ſhines this moment as lucid, as 


* ” ” - ' ” 
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© * Rhodope Thracia tam inevitabili faſcino 
inſtructa, tam exarte oculis intuens attraxit, 
ut ſi in illam quis incidiſſet, fieri non poſſet, 
:quin -caperetur—l know not who. 
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her right—there is neither mote, or ſand, 
or duſt, or chaff, or ſpeck, or particle of 
opake matter floating in it—T here is no- 
thing, my dear paternal uncle! but one 
lambent delicious fire furtively ſhooting 
out from every part of i it, in all directions, 
into thine — 

— EI chou lookeſt, unele Toby, in 
ſearch of this. mote one moment longer— 
thou art undone. | | | 


CHAP, xxv. 


AN eye is for all the world exactly like 
a cannon, in this reſpect; that it is not 
ſo much the eye or the cannon, in them- 
ſelves as it is the carriage of the eye 
and the carriage of the cannon, by which 
both the one and the other are enabled to 
do ſo much execution. I don't think the 
compariſon a bad one: however, as tis 
made and placed at the head of the chap- 
ter, as much for uſe as ornament, all I 
defire in return, is, that whenever IIpeak 
of Mrs. Wadman's eyes (except once in 
the next period) that you keep it in your 
fancy, 
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f protes, Madam, laid my uncle Toby, 
1 can fee nothing whatever in'your eye. 
*:"— not i in the white; faid Mrs. Wal. 
man: | my uncle Toby locked with Sight 
and main into the pupil — 
Now of all the eyes, which ever word 
created—from your own, Madam, up to 
thole of Venus herſelf, which certainly 
were as venereal a pair of Ee as ever 
food in a head— —there never was an 
eye of them all, ſo fitted to rob my uncle 
Toby of his repoſe, as the very eye, at 
which he was looking—lt was not, Ma- 
dam, a rolling eye—a romping or a wan- 
ton one nor was it an eye ſparkling— 
petulant or imperious—of high claims and 
terrifying exactions , which would bave 
curdled at once that milk of human na- 
ture, of which my uncle Toby was made 
up—but 'twas an eye full of gentle ſalu- 


tations — and ſoft reſponſes —ſpeakitig— b 


not like the trumpet- Hop of ſome ill-made 
organ, in which many an eye I talk to, 
holds coarſe converſe—but whiſpering loft 
—like the laſt low accents of an expiring 
| faint — * How e can you live comfortleſs, 
captain Shandy, and alone, without a 
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boſom' to lean' you? mir W n truſt | 

your tires 0?” 2 56 22am eg 
It was an eye - ' 203 
But 1 ſhall be in love with it aytelk. 

if I ſay another word about it. 

It did my uncle Toby's bufineſs. 


CHAP. XXVI. 


Tuk Rr is ding ſtews the charac- 
ters of my father and my uncle Toby, in 

a more entertaining light, than their dif. 
fererit manner of deportment, under the 
ſame accident—for I call not love a mis- 
fortune, from a perſuaſion, that a man's 


heart is ever the better for it Great God! 


what muſt my uncle Toby's have been, 


when 'twas all benignity without it. 


My father, as appears from many of 
his papers, was very ſubject to this pal. 
Gon, before he married—but from a little 
ſubacid kind of drolliſh impatience in his 


' nafure, wliene ver it befel him, he would 


never ſubmit to it like 4 chi ſtian; but 
would piſh, and buff, and bounce, and 

kick, and play the devil, and write the 
bittereſt Philippics againſt the eye that 
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ever man wrote—there is, one in verſe 
upon ſomebody's eye or other, that for 
two or three nights together, had put him 
by his reſt; which, in his firſt tranſport 
of reſentment againſt it, he begins thus: 

* A devil 'tis—and miſchief ſuch doth 

work 

Fi As never yet did Pagan, Jew, or 

Turk,” * 

In ſhort, during the whole paroxiſm my 
father was all abuſe and foul language, 
approaching rather towards malediction— 
only he did not do it with as much me- 
thod as Ernulphus —he was too impe- 
tuous; nor with Ernulphus's policy—for 
though my father, with the moſi intolerant 
ſpirit , would curſe both this and that, and 
every thing under heaven, which was either 
aiding or abetting to his love — yet he 
neyer concluded his chapter of curſes upon 
it, without curſing himſelf in at the bargain 
as ene of the moſt egregious fools 7 
coxcombs , be would lay,. that ever was 
let loole in the world, | 


* „This will al ante; 1 my buen. life 
of „ etc. eto. | | 
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My unele Toby, on the contrary, took 
it like a lamb— (ſat till and let the poiſon 
work in his veins without reſiflance—in 
the ſharpeſt exacerbations. of his wound 
(like that on his groin) he never dropt 
one fretful or diſcontented word—he blam- 
ed neither heaven nor earth—or thought 
or ſpoke an injurious thing of any body, 
or any part of it; he [at ſolitary and pen- 
five with his pipe—looking at his lame 
leg—then whiffing out a ſentimental heigh- 
ho! which mixing with the ſmoke , incom- 
moded no one mortal. 

He took it like a lamb—I oY 

In truth he had miftook it at firſt; for 
having taken a ride with my father, that 
very morning, to ſave, if poſſible, a beauti- 
ful wood, which the dean and chapter were 
hewing down to give to the poor“; which 
ſaid wood being in full view of my uncle 
Toby's houſe, and of fingular ſervice to 
him in his deſcription of the battle of 
Wynnendale—by trotting on too haſtily 


* Mr. Shandy muſt mean the poor in ſpirit, 
inaſmuch as they divided ow money adage 
themſelves. 


180 Tus LIFE or 


to ſave it upon an uneaſy ſaddle—worſe | 
borfe!, etc. etc. . . it had ſo happened, 
that the ſerous' part of the blood had got 
betwixt' the two Tkins , in the nethermoſt 
part of my uncle Toby the firſt ſhootings 
of which (as my uncle Toby had no expe- 
rience of love) he had taken for a part 
of the paſſion—till the bliſter breaking in 
the one caſe— and the other remaining 
my uncle Toby was preſently convinced, 
that his wound was not a Ikin- deep · wound 
— but that it had gone to his heart. 


CHAP. XXVII. 


Ter world is aſhamed' of being vir- 
iuous— My uncle Toby knew little of the 
world; and therefore when he felt he was 
in love with widow Wadman, he had 
no conception that the thing was any more 
to be made a myſtery of, than if Mrs. 
Wadman had given him a cut with a 
gaped knife acroſs his finger: Had it been 
otherwiſe— yet as he ever looked upon 
Trim as a humble friend; and ſaw freſh 
_ reaſons every day of his life, to treat him 
as ſuch—it would hays made no yariation 
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in the manner in which he informed him 
of the affair. 3 
| «Iam in . quoth wy 

uncle Toby. 


W CHAP, XXVIII. 


In love !—ſaid. the corporal—your honour 
was very well the day before yeſterday, 
when I was telling your honour. the tory 
of the King of Bohemia—Bohemia!. ſaid 
my uncle Toby—muſing a long time — 
What became of that flory, Trim? 
We loft it, an' pleaſe. your, honour, 
ſomehow,betwixt us but your honour was 
as free from love then, as I am—'Twas, 
juſt whilft thou went'ft off with the wheel- 
barrow—with Mrs. Wadman, quoth my 
uncle Toby — She has left a ball here 
added my unele 3 to his 
breaſt— - 

—She can no mn an' 8 Aan 
honour, ſtand a ſiege, than ſbe can fly— 
cried the corporal vb! 1 
„„ ZBut as we are neighbouss, Trim r 
the beſt way. I think is to let her know 
it eivilly firft—quoth my uncle Toby, 14 


| 
| 
| 
] 
| 
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Now if I might preſume , ſaid the cor- 
poral, to differ from your honour 

—Why elſe, do I talk to thee, Trim? 
raid my uncle Toby, mildly— 

Then I would begin, an' pleaſe your 
honour, with making a good thundering 
attack upon her, in return—and telling 
Her civilly afterwards —for if ſhe knows 
any thing of your honour's being in love, 
before-hand—L—d help ber!—ſhe knows 
no more at preſent of it, Trim, ſaid my 


uncle ian the child unborn.— 


Precious ſouls - 

Mrs. Wadman had told it wi an its 
circumftances , to Mrs. Bridget twenty · four 
hours before; and was at that very mo- 
ment ſitting in council with her, touching 
ſome ſlight miſgivings with regard to the 
iſſue of the affair, which the Devil, who 
never lies dead in a ditch, had put into 
her head — before he would allow half time, 
to get quietly through her, Te Deum. 

I am terribly afraid; ſaid widow Wad- 

man, in caſe I ſhould marry him, Brid- 
get that the poor captain will not enjoy 
his health, with the rot; deans rer _ 
his groin— Fein ie Arn ine 
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It may not, Madam, be ſo very large, 
replied Bridget, as you think —-and I be- 
lieve n on ey meant tis dried 
up— 

II could like to > know—merely for his 
ſake; ſaid Mrs. Wadman. 

—We'll know the long and the broad 
of it, in ten days anſwered Mrs. Brid - 
get, kot whilſt the captain is paying his 
addreſſes to you—I am confident Mr. Trim 
will be for making love to me —and I'll 
let him as much as he will—added Brid- 
get—to get it all out of him. ply. 

The meaſures were taken at once—and 
my uncle Toby and the corporal went on 
with theirs, 

Now, quoth the corporal, ſetting wy left 
hand a kimbo, and giving ſuch a flouriſh 
with his right, as juſt promiſed ſucceſs— 
and no more—if your honour will give 
me leave to lay down the plan of this 
attack— 
[{z= Thou wilt pleaſe: me by! it] | Trim, 
faid my uncle Toby, exceedingly—and 
as 1 foreſee thou muſt. act in it as my 
aide de camp, here's a crown; corporal, 
to' begin with, te ſteep thy commiſſion. 
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Then, an' pleaſe your honour, ſaid the 
corporal (making a bow firſt for his com- 
miſſion)—we will begin with getting your 
honour's laced clothes out of the great 
campaign trunk, to be well aired, and 
have the blue and gold taken up at the 
leeves and I'll put your white ramillie- 

wig freſh; into pipes —and ſend for a tai- 
lor „ to, have your .honour's thin ſcarlet 
breeches turned. AN ths 
El had better take the red pluſh ones, 
quoth my uncle Toby.— They will be too 
e the e., 3 


le CH A. XXIX. lang 
iini tie 
Tao wilt. get a bruſh, 2 a, little 
chalk to my word —Twill be; only in 
7 mii way, replied Trim. 


; . | - 1 
171 1 1 EE 11 nan 1 ein - © 91. 
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. n 
be new ſet— and I williget my Mantero- 
cap furbiſhed, up, and put on poor lieuze- 
nant Le Fever's regimental, coat, which 
vour hanour gave me id Wear for his ſake 
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—and as ſoon as your' honour is clean 
ſhaved—and has got your clean ſhirt'on, 
with your blue and gold, or your fine 
ſcarlet — ſometimes one and ſometimes 
tother—and every thing is ready for the 
attack—we'll march up boldly, as if it 
was to the face of a baſtion; and whit 
your honour engages Mrs. Wadman in 
the parlour, to the right—I'll attack Mis. 
Bridget in the kitchen, to' the left; and 
having ſeized that paſs, I'll anſwer for 
it, ſaid the corporal, ſnapping his fingers 
over his head—that the day is our own. 

1 wiſh I may but manage it right; ſaid 
my uncle Toby— —but 1 declare, corpo- 
ral, I had rather march up to the yup 
edge of a trench— W 

—A woman is quite a different thing— 
faid the corporal, "Y 

I ſuppoſe ſo, quoth my uncle Toby. 


een XXXI. l 1 j 
Ir any thing in this wei. which my 
father ſaid, could have provoked — 
uncle Toby, during the time he was in 
love, it was the perverſe uſe my fathét 
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was always, making of an expreſſion of 
Hilarion the, hermit; who, in ſpeaking of 
his abſtinence, his watchings, flagella- 
tions, and other inftrumental parts of his 
religion — — would ſay — — though with 
more facetiouſneſs than became a hermit 
That they were the means he uſed, 
to make his * (meaning his body) leave 
off kicking.“ | 

It pleaſed * father well; it was not 
only a laconic way of expreſſion— —but 
of libelling, at the ſame time, the defires 
and appetites of the lower part of us; 
lo that for many years of my father's life, 
'twas. bis conflant, mode of expreſſion— 
| he never uſed the word paſſions once 
but aſs always inftead of them—So that 
he might be ſaid truly, to have been 
upon the bones, or the back of bis own 
aſs, or. elſe of ſome, other man „ during 
all that time. 

I muſt here obſerve to you, the differ- 
ence betwixt | 

My father's aſs} . Th 

1 and my hobby- -borſe—in order to 
keep characters as ſeparate as may be, 
in our fancies as we 80 along. 4 
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For my hobby-horſe, if you recollect a 
little, is no way a vicious beaſt; he has 
ſcarce one hair or lineament of the aſs 
about him—'Tis the ſporting little filly - 
folly which carries you out for the pre- 
ſent hour—a maggot, a butterfly, a pic- 
ture, a fiddlefiick—an uncle Toby's ſiege 
—or an any thing, which a man makes 
a ſhift to get a ſtride on, to canter it 
away from the cares and ſolicitudes of 
life—'Tis as uſeful a beaſt as is in the 
whole creation—nor do I really ſee how 
the world could do without it— 

—But for my father's aſs—oh! mount 
him — mount him — mount him — (that's 
three times, is it not?) mount him not: 
—'tis a beaſt concupiſeent—and foul be- 
fal the man, who does not hinder him 
from kicking. | | 


| CHAP. XXXIL 


WELL! dear brother Toby! ſaid my 
father, upon his firſt. ſeeing him after he 
fell in love—and how goes it with your 
Asse? 

Now my uncle Te thinking more of 


2 2 
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the part where he had the bliſter, than 
of Hilarion's metaphor—and our precon: 
ceptions Having (you know) as great a 
power over the ſounds of words as the 
ſhapes of things, he had imagined, that 
my father, who was not very ceremo- 
nious in his choice of words, had inquir- 
ed after the part by its proper name; fo 
notwithRanding my mother, doctor Slop, 
and Mr. Yorick, were fitting in the par- 
lour, he thought it rather civil to conform 
to the term my father had made uſe of 
than not. When a man is hemmed in by 
two indecorums, and muſt commit one 
of em I always obſerve—let him chooſe 
which he will, the world will blame him 
fo I ſhould not be aſtoniſhed if it blames 
my uncle Toby. . 

My A—e, quoth my uncle Toby, is 
much better — brother Shandy —My father 
had formed great expectations from his 
Aſſe in this onſet; and would have brought 
him on again; but doctor Slop ſetting up 
an intemperate laugh — and my mother 
crying out L—d bleſs us!—it drove my 
father's Aſſe off the field—and the laugh 
then becoming general — there was no 
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bringing him back to the oo * ſome 
time 3 
And fo the Hifeourſs went on without 
him. | 

Every body, ſaid my ee ſays you 
are in love, brother A TO we ole? 
it is true. | 
I am as much in love, Ger, I be- 
lieve, replied my uncle Teby, as any 
man uſually is—Humph! ſaid my father— 
And when did you know it?. — my 
mother— _ 

—When the bliſter broke; roy wy 
uncle Toby. 

My uncle Toby's reply put my father 
into good temper—ſo he charged o'foot:” 


CHAP. XXXIII. 


As the ancients agree, brother Toby, 
ſaid my father, that there are two diffe- 
rent and diftinct kinds of love, according 
to the different parts which are affected 
by it—the Brain or Liver—I think when 
a man is in love, it beboves him a little 
to conſider which of the two he is fallen 
into, 
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What bgnifies it, brother Shandy, re · 
plied my uncle Toby, which of the two 
it is, provided it will but make a man 
marry, and love his wee and get a few 
children. | 
+ —A few children! cried my father, riſ- 
ing out of his chair, and looking full in 
my mother's face, as he forced his way 
betwixt her's and doctor Slop's—a few 
children! cried my father, repeating my 
uncle Toby's words as he walked to and 
fro. 

Not, my dear brother Toby, add 

my father, recovering himſelf all at once, 
and coming cloſe up to the back of my 
uncle Toby's chair — not that I ſhould be 
ſorry hadſt thou a ſcore — on the contrary | 
I ſhould rejoice — and be as kind, Toby, 
to every one of them as a father — 

My uncle Toby fiole his hand unper- 
ceived behind his chair, to ein my fa- 
ther's a ſqueeze — | 

— Nay , moreover, continued he, 77 5 1 
ing hold of my uncle Toby's hand — ſo 
much do'ft thou poſſeſs, my dear Toby, 
of the milk of human nature, and ſo little 
ol its aſperities — tis piteous the world is 
4. 
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not peopled by creatures which reſemble 


thee; and was I an Afiatic monarch, ad- 
ded my father, heating himſelf with his 


new project — I would oblige thee , pro- 
vided it would not impair thy firength — 
or dry up thy radical moiſture too faſt — 
or weaken thy memory or fancy, brother 
Toby, which theſe gymnics inordinately 
taken, are apt to do — elle, dear Toby, 


I would procure thee the moſt beautiful 


woman in my empire, and I would oblige 
thee nolens, volens, to beget for me one 
ſubject every month — 

As my father pronounced the laſt wo 
of the ſentence—my mother took a pinch 
of ſnuff. 

Now I would not, quoth my uncle Toby, 
get a child, nolens, volens, that is, 
whether I would or no, to pleaſe the 
greateſt prince upon earth — i 

— And it would be cruel in me, bro- 
ther Toby, to compel thee: ſaid my fa- 
ther — but tis a caſe put to ſhew thee, 
that it is not thy begetting a child — in 
caſe thou ſhould'ft be able — but the ſy- 
ſtem of love and marriage thou goeſt upon, 
which I would ſet thee right in — 


* 
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There is at leaft, ſaid Yorick, a great 
deal of reaſon and plain ſenſe in captain 
Shandy's opinion of love; and 'tis amongft 
the ill-ſpent hours of my life which I have 
to anſwer for, that I have read ſo many 
flouriſhing poets and rhetoricians in my 
time, from whom I never could extract 
| fo much — | 

T wiſh, Yorick, ſaid my father, you. 
had read Plato; for there you would have 
learnt that there are two Loves--I know 
| there were two ReLicions, replied Vo- 
rick, amongſt the ancients—one—for the 
vulgar, and another for the learned; but 
I think one Love might have ſerved both 
of them very well — 

It could not; replied my father—and 
for the ſame reaſons: for of theſe Loves, 
according to Ficinus's comment upon Ve- 
lalius, the one is rationa! — 
— — The other is natural— — 
the firſt ancient—without mother—where 
Venus had nothing to do: the ſecond, 
begotten of Jupiter and Dione—— | 

Pray, brother, quoth my uncle To- 
by, what has a man who believes in God 
to do with this? My father could not ſtop 
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to anſwer, for fear of breakiog t the thread 
of his diſcourſe— — 1 * 

This latter continued he, partakes y whol- 
ly of the nature of Venus. 

The firſt, which is the golden bein 
let down from heaven, excites to love 
heroic which comprehends in it, and ex- 
eites to the debire of philoſophy and truth 
—the ſecond, excites to defire, fimpl) -_ 

— Ii think the procreation of chil ren 
as ; beneficial to the world, ſaid Vorick, 
as the finding out the longitude—— 7 

——To be lure, ſaid my mother, love 
keeps peace, in the world— — R Hi 

— In the houſe—my dear, I « own 


It repleniſhes the earth; [aid my "mother— ; 


* But it keeps heaven empty—my dear, 
replied my father. 
a—--— Tis. Virginity, pros stop, trium- 
phantiy, which fills poragith, Fu 2, 
Well puſhed, nun quoth my father. 3 
ren e eee 


potent: CHAP. XXXIV. 


34 © x» $ 


My father had ſuch. a tkirwilhing” eut- 
ting kind of a ſlaſhing. way with him in 
| his diſputations, thruſting and ripping, and 
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giving every one a_firoke to remember 
him by in his turn—that- if there were 
twenty people in company—in leſs than 
half an hour he was ſure to have every 
one of em againſt him. : 

What did not alittle contribute to leave 
him thus without any ally, was, that if ü 
there was any one poſt more untenable 
than the reft, he would be ſure to throw 
himſelf into it; and to do him juſtice, 
when he was once there, he would de- 
fend it ſo gallanily., that it would have 
been a concern, either to a brave man, 
or a good-natured one, to Have ſeen him 
driven out. | 

Torick, for this rather, though he would 
often attack bim—yet could never bear 
to do it with all bis force. | 

Doctor Slop's Vineikixx, in the cloſe 
of the laft chapter, had got him for once 
on the right fide of the rampart; and he 
was beginning to blow up all the convents 
in Chriſlendom about Slop's ears, when 
corporal Trim came into the parlour to 
inform my uncle Toby, that his thin ſcar- 
let breeches, in which the attack was to 
be made upon Mrs, Wadman, would not 


& 3% 
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dd; for that che tailor in ripping them up, 
in order to iuru chem, had found they had 
been turned beſore Then turn them again, 
brother, ſaid my ſatber rapidly, for there 
will be many a turning of em yet before 
all's done in the affair — They are as rot- 
ten as Uirt, ſaid the corporal—Then by all 
means, ſaid my father, beſpeak a new 
pair, brother — for though I know, con- 
zinued my father, turning himſelf to the 
company, that widow Wadman has been 
deeply in love with my brother Toby for 
many years, and bas uſed every art and 
ceircumvention'of woman to outwit him rato 
the ſame paſſion, yet new that ſhe has 
caught bim—her fever will be n its 
_height— — 124 ,nd6 I: en e 
| ——She has gain'd her point. | 

In tbis caſe, continued my father, which 
Plato, I am perſuaded ,'never thought of 
Love you ſee, is not ſo much a Sun» 
TIMENT as a Stiru Amon, into which: a 
man enters, as my brother Toby would 
do, into a corp:— no matter whether he 
loves the ſervice or no—being once in it 
The acts as if he did; and takes every 
Rep to ſhew himſelf a man of proweſſe. 
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The bypotheſis, like thereft of my fa- 
ther's, was plaufible enough and my unele 
Toby bad but a fingle word to object to 
it—in' which Trim flood ready to ſecond 
bim but my father n "_ drawn his 
| hips rie * 0 

For this reaſon, e NE Father, 
aaa. the cale over again) nothwith- 
Randing* all the world knows, that Mrs. 
Wadman ect my brother Toby -and 
my brother Toby contrariwiſe affects Mrs. 
Wadman, and no obſtacle in nature to 
forbid the muſic ſtriking up this very night, 
yet will I anſwer for it, that this ſelf-ſame 
hy Ke not be play'd this twelvemonth— 

We have taken our meaſures badly, 
Jin my uncle Toby, looking oe inter- 
rogatively' in Trim's face, © + 
I would lay my Montexo-cap, ſaid Trim 
Now Trim's Montero cap, as I once 
told you, was bis conſtant wager; and hav- 
ang furbiſh'd it up that very night, in order 
10 go upon the attack —it made the odds 
look mote confiderable—I would lay, an 
pleaſe your honour, my Montero-cap to 
a ſhilling—was-it proper, continued Trim 
(making a bow) to offer a wager before 
your honours— | 
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— — There is pit improper j in it, 
ſaid my nde tis a mode of exprel- 
gion; for, in, ſaying, thou would Jay thy 
Montero:cap to a ſhilling—all thou, mean» 
eſt is this,—that thou believeſt— 
Now, what doſt thou believe? 
That widow Wadman, an' pleaſe your 
worſhip , cannot. hold it out ten days — 
And whence, cried Slop, jeeringly , haſt 
chou all this Knowledge of woman, friend? 
By falling in love with a popiſh clergy- 
woman; ſaid Trim. 1 0 
Twas a Beguine, ſaid my anole. Toby. 
| Doctor Slop was too much in wrath to 
ligen to the diſtinction; and my father 
taking that very exiſis to fall in-helter-ſkel- 
ter upon the whole order of Nuns and Be- 
guines, a ſet of filly, fuſly baggages, 
Slop could not, ftand it—and my uncle 
Toby having ſome meaſures, to take about 
his breeches—and Yorick about his fourth 
general, diviſion—in order for their ſeveral 
attacks next day—the: company broke up; 
and my father being left alone, and hay- 
ing -balf an hour upon his hand betwixt _ 
that and bed-time; he called for pen, ink, 
and paper, and wrote my uncle Toby the 
en letter of inſtruetions. 
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My dear brother Toby. | 1 57 N 


We: ATI am going to Tay to "TRL 1 
upon the nature of women, and of love- 
making to them; and perhaps it is as 
well lor thee though not ſo well for me— 
that thou haſt occaſion for a letter of in- 
ſtruetions upon that head, and 0 I am 
able to write it to thee. | 
| Had it been the good pleaſure: ot him 
who difpoſes of our lots and thou no 
ſufferer by the knowledge, 1 had been 
well content that thou ſhoul#'ſt have dipp'd 
the pen this moment into the ink, inſtead 
of myſelf; but that not being the caſe— 
Mts. Shandy being now cloſe beſide me, 
preparing for bed-I have thrown toge- 
ther without order; and juſt as they have 
tote ro my mind, fuch hints and do- 
cuments as I deem may be of uſe to thee; 
intending , in this, to pive thee a token 
of my love; not doubting; my dear To- 
by, of the manner. in which it wilt de a ac- 
cepted. eerie en In FIN 
"In the Kit place, with regard! to to all 
 whiok. concerns religion in the affair— 
though'I 75 kama glow i in wy __ 
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that I bluſh as I begin to ſpeak to thee 
upon the ſubject, as well knowing, not- 
withſtanding thy unaffected ſecrecy , how 
few of its offices thou neglecteſt—yet I 
would remind thee of one (during the 
continuance of thy courtſhip) in a parti- 
cular manner, which I would not bave 
omitted; and that is, never to go forth 
upon the enterpriſe, whether it be in the 
morning or the afternoon, without firſt re- 
commending thyſelf to the protection of 
Almighty God, that he may defend thee 
from the evil one, 

Shave the whole top of thy crown clean, 
once at leaſt every four or five days, but 
oftener if convenient; leſt in taking off thy 
wig before her, through abſence of mind, 

ſhe ſhould be able to diſcover how much 
has been cut away by Time—how much 
by Trim, 
| —'Twere better to keep ideas of bald- 
neſs out of her fancy. 
Always carry it in thy mind and act 
upon it, as a ſure maxim, Toby— — 
441 That women are timid,” And 'tis well 
they are—elſe there would be no dealing 
with them. 


4 
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let not thy breeches be too right, or 
hang too looſe about thy ihichs. like the 


+ trunk hoſe of our anceſtors. 


—A juſt modium prevents all conclu- 

Bons. | 
Whatever thou haſt to ſay, be it more 

or leſs, forget not to utter it in a low ſoft 


tone of voice. Silence, and whatever ap- 


proaches it, weaves dreams of midnight- 
ſecrecy into the brain: For this cauſe if 


thou canſt help it, never throw down ns 
tongs and poker. 


Avoid all kinds of pleaſantry and face 


tiouſneſs in thy difcourſe with her, and 


do whatever lies in thy power at the ſame 


time, to keep from her all books and writ- 
"ings which tend thereto: there are ſome 
devotional tracts, which if thou canſt en- 
"tice her to read over——it will be well: 


but ſuffer her not to look into Rabelais, 
or Scarron, or Don Quixotte | 
— They are all books which excite laugh- 


ter; and thou knoweſt, dear Toby, that 
there is no paſſion ſo ſerious as luſt, 


Stick a pin in the boſom of thy ſhirt, 
before thou. entereſt her parlour. . | 
Aud if thou art permitted to fit upon the 
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"ſame ſofa with her, and ſhe gives thee 
'occalion to lay thy hand upon hers—be- 
ware of taking it— — thou canſt not lay 
thy hand on hers, but The will feel the 
temper of thine. Leave that and as many 
other things as thou can'ſt quite undeter- 
mined; by fo doing, thou wilt have her 
curioſity on thy fide ; and if ſhe is not con- 
quered by that, and thy Ass8 continues 
fill kicking, which there is great reaſon 
to luppoſe — Thou muſt begin, with firſt 
loſing a few ounces of blood below the 
ears, according to the practice of the an- 
cient Scythians, who cured the moſt in- 
temperate fits of the appetite by that 
means, | 
- —Avicenna, alter this, Js for having 
the part anointed with the firup of helle- 
bore, uſing proper evacuations and purges 
—and I believe rightly. But thou muſt eat 
little or no goat's fleſh ,' nor red deer—nor 
even foal's fleſh by any means; and care- 
fully abſtain—that is, as much as thou 
can't, from peacocks, cranes, coots, al- 
dappers, and water-hens— 
As for thy drink—I need not tell thee, 
it muſt be the infuſion of VERVAIx, and 


5 
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the herb Hamza, of which Aelian relates 
ſuch effects—but if thy ſtomach palls with 
it diſcontinue it from time to time, tak- 
ing cucumbers, melons, purſlane, water - 
Lilies, woodbine, and b in the ſtead 
of them. 
There is nothing farther for thee, which 
occurs to me at /preſent— :- 

.--Unleſs the breaking out of a \ freſh 
et wilhing every ching, dear To- 
by, for the beſt, 

1 reſt thy affectionate 3 

| W ALTER SUANDY. 


CHAP, XXXV. 


Wu 1LS my father was writing his 
letter of infiructions, my uncle Toby and 
the. corporal. were buſy in preparing every | 
thing for the attack. As the turning of the 
thin ſcarlet; breeches was laid alide (at 
-leaft for the preſent) there was nothing 
which. ſhould put it off beyond the next 
morning; ſo accordingly it was reſolved 
upon, for eleven o clock. 

Come, my dear, ſaid my father to my 
mother — twill be but like a brother and 
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fifter, if you and I take a walk down to 
my brother Toby's—to countenance him 
in this attack of his. 

My uncle Toby and the corporal had 
been accoutred both ſome time, when my 
father and mother entered, and the clock 
_ iriking eleven, were that moment in mo- 
tion to ſally forth——but the account of 
this is worth more, than to be wove into 
the fag end of the eighth yolume of ſuch 
a work as this. — My father had no time 
but to put the letter of inſtructions into 
my uncle Toby's coat-pocket — and join 
with my mother in wiſhing his attack prol- 
perous. | 

I could like, ſaid my mother, to look 
through the key-hole out of curiofifty—Call 
it by its right name, my dear, quoth my 
father | 

And look through the key-hote as long 
as you will, | 


End of the Eighth Volume 
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ae n 13 


Pod an e powers of time and 
chance, which ſeverally check us in our 
careers in this world, to bear me witneſs; , 
that I could never yet get fairly to my 
onele Toby's amours, till this very mo- 
ment, that my mother's curioſity; as ſhe 
Rated the affair,—or a different impulfe 
in her, as my father would have it 
wiſhed her to take a peep at them 8 
the key-hole,  _ 

«Call it, my dear, by its BY namen , 
quoth my father, and look through the 
key- hole as long as you will.“ | 

Nothing but the fermentation of that 
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little ſubacid humour, which I have often 
ſpoken of, in my father's habit, could 
have vented ſuch, an , infinuation— —he 
was however frank and generous in his 
nature, and at all times open to, convic- 
tion; ſo that he had ſcarce got to the laſt 
word of this ungracious retort, when his 
conſcience [mote him. | 

My mother was then conjugally ſwing- 
ing with her left arm twiſted under his 
Tight, in ſuch wiſe, that the infide of her 
hand refted upon the back of his—ſhe 
raiſed her fingers, and let them fall—it 
could ſcarce be called a tap; or if it was 
a tap—it would have puzzled a caſuift 
10 ſay, whether; it, was a tap of remon- 
france, or a tap of confeſſion: my father, 
Who was all ſenſibilities from head to foot, 
claſſed it, right — Conſcience redoubled 
the blow, he turned his face ſuddenly 
the. other way, and my mother ſuppoling 
bis body was about to turn with it in or- 
der to move homewards, by a croſs move- 
ment of her right leg, keeping her left as 
Its centre, brought heiſelf ſo far in front, 
that as he turned his head, he met her 
e. —Confulion again! be ſaw a thou- 


land reaſons to wipe out the reproach, 
and as many to reproach himſelf—a thin, 
blue, chill, pellucid cryſtal with all its 
humours ſo at reſt, the leaſt mote or ſpeck 
of defire might have been ſeen at the bot- 
tom of it, had it exifted—it did not—and 
how I happen to, be ſo lewd myſelf, par- 
ticularly a little before the vernal and 
autumnal. equinoxes — — Heaven above 
knows—My mother—madam— —was [s 
at no time, either by nature, by inftiga« 
tion, or example. Tr 0 *+bex 

A temperate current of nad, ran or- 
derly through her veins in all months of 
the year, and in all critical moments both 
of the day and night alike; nor did ſhe 
ſuperinduce the leaſt heat into her humours 
from the manual efferveſcencies of devo- 
tional tracts, which having little or no 
meaning in them, nature is oft-times ob- 
liged to find one. — And as for my father's 
example! it was (o far from being either 
aiding or abetting thereunto, that it was 
the whole bulineſs of his life to keep all 
fancies of that kind out of her head—Na- 
ture had done her part, to have ſpared 
him this trouble; and what was not a 
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little inconfiftent, my father knew it. And 
here am T fitting, this 12th day of Aug. 
1766, in a purple jerkin and yellow pair 
of flippers, without eitker wig or cap on, 
a moſt tragicomical completion of his pre- 
diction, That I fhould neither think, 
nor act like any other man s chitd, upon 
that very account.“ 

The miſtake of my father was in at- 
Mos my mother's motive, inſtead of 
the act itſelf: for certainly key holes were 
made for other purpoſes; and confdering 
the act, as an act which interfered with 
à true propoßtion, and denied a key- 
hole to be what it was—it became a vio- 
tation of nature; and was ſo ang you ſee, 
criminal, 

It is for this reaſon, an + pleaſe your 
zeverences, That key -holes are the occa- 
ons of more fin and wickedneſs, than 
all ether holes in this world put together. 

neee me to _ We wee 
. omapnnd get 
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CHAT. II. 


ee the el had been as 
good as his word in putting my uncle 
Toby's great ramillie wig into pipes, yet 
the time was too ſhort to produce any 
great effects from it: it had-lain many 
years ſqueezed up in the corner of his old 
campaign trunk; and as bad forms are 
not ſo ealy to be got the better of, and 
the uſe of candle-ends not fo well under- 
food, it was not ſo pliable a bulineſs as 
one would have wiſhed. The corporal, 
with cheary eye and both arms extended, 
had fallen back perpendicular from it a 
ſcore times, to inſpire-it, if poſſible, with 
a better air—had spILEEN given a look at 
it, 'twould have coſt her ladyſhip a ſmile 
—it curled every where but where the cor- 
poral would haveit; and where a buckle 
or two, in his opinion, would have done 
it honour, he could as ſoon have raiſed 
the dead. | 

Such it was—or, rather ſuch would it 
have ſeemed upon any other brow; but 
the ſweet look of goodneſs which ſat upon 
my uncle Toby's, allimilated every thing 
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around it ſo ſovereignly to itſelf, and 
Nature had moreover wrote GenTLEMAN 
with ſo fair a hand in every line of his 


' countenance, that even his tarniſhed gold 


laced hat and huge cockade of flimſy taffe- 


ta became him; and though not worth a 


button in themſelves, yet the moment my 
uncle Toby put them on, they became 
ſerious objects, and altogether ſeemed to 
havebeenpicked up by the hand hk Selemoe 
to et him off to advantage. | 
Nothing in this world could have co- 
operated more -powerfully towards this, 
than my uncle Toby's blue and gold— 
had not Quantity in ſome meaſure been 
neceſſury to Grace: in a period of fifteen 


or ſixteen years fince they had been made, 


by a total inactivity in my uncle Toby's. 
life, for he ſeldom went farther than the 
bowling-green—his blue and gold had be- 


come lo miſerably too ſtrait for him, that 


it was with the utmoſt difficulty the cor- 
poral was able to get him into them: the 
taking them up at the [leeves was of ne 


advantage. — They were laced however 


down the back, and at the Teams of the 
ſides, etc, in the mode of King William's 
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reign; and to ſhorten all deſcription, they 
ſhone ſo bright againſi the ſun that morn- 
ing, and had ſo metallic, and doughty an 
air with them, that had my uncle Toby 
thought of attacking in armour, nothing 
could have ſo well n Un! his ima- 
gination. | 

As for the thin ſcarlet Wande; hw 
had been unripped by the tailor between 
the legs, and left at fizes and ſevens.—- 

Les, Madam, — but let us govern our 
fancies. It is enough they were held im- 
practicable the night before, and as there 
was no alternative in my uncle Toby's 
wardrobe, he (allied forth in the red pluſh. 

The corporal had array'd himſelf in poor 
Le Fever's regimental coat; and with his 
hair tuck'd up under his Montero-cap, 


which he had furbiſh'd up for the occa- 


fon, march'd three paces diſtant from his 
maſter : a whiff of military pride had puff'd 
out his ſhict at the wriſt; and upon that 
in a black leather thong clipp'd into a 
tallel beyond the knot, hung the corporal's 
ſtiek — My uncle Toby carried his cane 
like a pike. 

—It looks well at leaſt; quoth my father 


to himſelf, 


= — 
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Mr uncle Toby turn'd -his head more 
than once behind him, to ſee how he was 
ſupported by the corporal; and the 'cor- 
Poral as oft as he did it, gave a ſlight 
flouriſh with his fliek — but not yapouringly; 
and with the ſweeteſt accent of moſt re- 
ſpectful encouragement, bid his honour 
«neyer fear.“ | | | 
Now my uncle Toby did fear, and grie- 
vouſly too: he knew not (as my father 
had reproached him) ſo much as the right 
end of a woman from the wrong, and 
therefore was never.altogether at his eaſe 
near any one of them—unleſs in ſorrow 
or difireſs; then infinite was his pity; nor 
would the moſt courteous knight of ro- 
mance have gone farther, at leaft upon 
one leg, to have wiped away a tear from 
a woman's eye; and yet excepting once 
that he was beguiled into it by Mrs. Wad- 
man, he had never looked ſteadfafily. into 
one; and would often tell my father in 
the fimplicity of his heart, that it was 
almoſt (if not about) as bad as talking 
bawdy.— | 


= 


TRISTRAM SHANDY. 225 


s —And A padS: 6 it is? ty father wee 
ſay. 


CHAP. IV. 


5 


Sur cannot, quoth my uncle Toby, 4 
halting, when they had march'd up to withe 
in twenty paces of Mrs. Wadman's door— 
ſhe cannot, corporal, take it amiſs— _ 

—She will take it, an” pleaſe your hon- 
our, ſaid the corporal , juſt as the Jew's 
widow at Liſbon took it of my brother 
Tom— 

—And how was that? quoth my uncle 
Toby, facing quite about to the corporal. 

Your bonour,, replied the corporal, 
knows of Tom's misfortunes; but this af- 
Fair has nothing to do with them any far- 
ther than this, That if Tom had not mar- 
ried the widow—or-.had it pleaſed God 
after their marriage, that they had but 
put pork into their ſauſages, the honeſt 
ſoul had never been taken out of his warm 
bed, anddragg'd to the inquiſition.— Tis 
_ a curſed place--added the corporal, ſhak- 
ing his head ,—when once a poor crea- 
ture is in, he is in, an' pleale your hon- 
our, for ever. 


216 Tus LIFE or 


'Tis very true, ſaid my uncle Toby, 
looking gravely at Mrs. Wadman' s houſe, 
| as he ſpoke. 
| Nothing, continued the corporal, can 
| | be ſo ſad as confinement for life—or ſo 
ſweet, an' pleaſe your honour, as liberty, 
_ Nothing, Trim—ſaid my uncle Toby, 
| muling— 
.  Whilk a man is free—cried «ws corpo- 
ral, giving a flouriſh with bis tick thus — 


8 


18 aon ft; 419 een 3,17 eee 

A thouſand of my father's moſt ſubtle 
ſ[ylogilms could not have {aid more for 
oelibacy. 72 1 


* 
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My uncle Toby looked earneflly towards 
his cottage and his bowling-green. 

The corporal had unwarily conjured up 
the ſpirit of calculation with his wand; 
and he had nothing to do, but to conjure 
him down again with his flory, and in 
this form of exorciſm, moſt unecclefaſti- 
cally did the corporal do it. 


CHAP. V. 


A S Tom's place, an' pleaſe your honour, 

was eaſy—and the weather warm—it put 
| him upon thinking feriouſly of ſettling him- 
ſelf in the world; and as it fell out about 
that time, that a Jew who kept a ſauſage 
ſhop in the ſame fireet, had the ill luck to 
die of a firangury , and leave his widow in 
poſſeſſion of a rouſing trade—Tom thought 
(as every body in Liſbon was doing the beſt 
he could deviſe for himſelf) there could 
be no harm in offering her his ſervice to 
carry it on: ſo without any introduction 
to the widow , except that of buying a 
pound of ſauſages at her ſhop—Tom ſet 
out—counting the matter thus within him- 
ſelf as he walked along; that let the worſt 
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come of it that could, he ſhould: at leaft 
get a pound of ſauſages for their worth 
but, if things went well, he ſhould be ſet 
up; inaſmuch as be ſhould get not only 
a pound of ſauſages— but a wife—and a 
ſauſage ſhop, an' pleaſe your , into 
the bargain. ; N 

Every ſervant in the family, from high 
to low, wiſh'd Tom ſucceſs; and I can 
fancy, an' pleaſe your honour, I ſee him 
this moment with his white dimity waiſt- 
coat and breeches, and hat a little o'one 
kde , palling jollily along the ſtreet, ſwing- 
ing his flick, with a ſmile and a cheer- 
ful word for every body he met :—But 
alas! Tom! thou ſmileſt no more, cried 
the corporal, looking on one fide of him 
upon the ground, as if he apoſtrophized 
him in his dungeon. 

Poor fellow! ſaid my unele Toby, ſeel- 
ingly. 

He was an honeſt, W lad, 
an' pleaſe your n, as ever blood 
warm'd— 
| — Then he refembled "a Trim, laid 
my uncle Toby, rapidly. | 

The corporal bluſh'd down to his fin-, 


— 
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gers' ends—a tear of ſentimental baſhful- 
neſs—another of gratitude to my uncle 
Toby and a tear of ſorrow for his bro- 
ther's misfortunes, ſtarted into his eye and 
ran ſweetly down his cheek together; my 
uncle Toby's kindled as one lamp does 
at another; and taking hold of the breaſt 
of Trim's coat ( which had been that of 
Le Fever's) as if to eaſe his lame leg, 
but in reality to gratify a finer feeling 
he ſtood filent for a minute and a half; 
at the end of which he took his hand away, 
and the corporal making a bow, went on 
with his flory of his brother and the Jew's 
widow. | 


CHAP. VI. 


Wurn Tom, an' pleaſe your honour, 
© Hot to the ſhop, there was nobody in it, 
but' a poor negro girl, with a bunch of 
white feathers ſlightly tied to the end, of 
a long cane, flapping away flies—not kil- 
ling them—'Tis a pretty picture! faid\my 
uncle Toby he had ſuffered perſecution, 
Trim, and had learnt mercy— -- © 


—She was good, an' pleaſe your ho- 
T 2 
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nur, from nature as well as from hard- 
ſhips ; and there are circumſtances in the 
ſtory of that poor friendleſs ſlut, that would 
melt a heart of tone, ſaid Trim; and ſome 
diſmal winter's evening, when your ho- 


nour is in the humour, they ſhall be told 


you with the reft of Tom's ory > for it 
makes a part of it— 

Then do not _ Trim, Caid = uncle 
| Toby. 

A Negro has a | ſoul? an- donde your 
honour, ſaid the corporal (doubtingly). 

I am not much verſed, corporal, quoth 
my uncle Toby, in things of that kind; 
but I ſuppoſe, God would not leave him 
without one, any more than thee or me— 

—lt would be putting one ſadly over 
the head of another, quoth the corporal. 
It would fo; ſaid my uncle Toby. Why 
then, an' pleaſe your honour, is a black 
wench to be uſed worſe than a white one? 
I can, 51 no reaſon, ſaid my . 
Toby - 

Only, hog the corporal, ſhaking his 
head, becauſe ſhe has no one to ſtand up 
for her?: 

—*Tis that ay a ; Tuc, oth my 
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uncle Toby, — which recommends her to 
protection—and ber brethren with her; 
*tis the fortune of war which has put the 
whip into our hands row— where it may 
be hereafter, Heaven knews!—but be it 
where it will, the brave, Trim, will not 
uſe it n 

—God forbid, ſaid the cotignind. 

Amen, reſponded my uncle Toby, lay- 
ing his hand upon his heart. 
The mente returned to his ſtory, and 
went on— but with an embarrallmeat ia 
doing it, which here and there a reader 
in this world will not be able to compre- 
hend; for by the many ſudden tranſitions 
all along, from one kind and cordial pal- 
Gon to another, in getting thus far on his 
way , he had loſt the ſportable key of his 
voice which gave ſenſe and ſpirit to his 
tale: he attempted twice to reſume it, bu 
could not pleaſe himſelf; ſo giving a ſtout 
hem! to rally back the retreating ſpirits, 
and aiding Nature at the ſame time with 
his left arm a-kimbo on one ſide, and with 
his right a little extended, ſupporting her 
on the other—the corporal got as near the 
note as he could; and in that attitude, con- 
tinued his ſtory. 
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As Tom, an' pleaſe your honour, had 
no buſineſs at that time with the Mooriſh 
girl, he paſſed on into the room beyond, 
to talk to the Jew's widow about love 
and his pound of ſauſages; and being, as 
I have told your honour, an open, chee- 
ry-hearted lad, with his character. wrote - 
in his looks and carriage, he took a chair, 
and without much apology, but with great 
civility at the ſame time, placed it-cloſe 
to her at the table, and ſat, down. 
There is nothing lo awkward, as court- 
ing a woman, an' pleaſe your honour, 
whilſt ſhe is making ſauſages—So Tom 
began a diſcourſe upon them; firſt grave- 
ly — as how they were made — with 
| what meats, herbs and ſpices“— Then a 
little gaily— as, With what ſkins—and 
if they never burft— Whether the largeſt 
were not the beſt?” —and ſo on—taking 
care only as he went along, to ſeaſon 
what he had to ſay upon ſauſages, rather 
under, than over ;—that he might have 
room to act in— : 
It was owing to the neglect of that very 
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precaution, ſaid my uncle Toby, laying 
his hand upon Trim's ſhoulder, That Count 
de la Motte loſt the battle of Wynendale : 
he preſſed too ſpeedily into the wood; 
which if he had not done, Liſle. had not 
fallen into our hands, nor Ghent and 
Bruges, which both followed her example; 
it was ſo late in the year, continued my 
uncle Toby, and ſo terrible a ſeaſon came 
on, that if things had not fallen out as 
they did, our troops muſt have periſhed 
in the open field — | ? 

— Why, therefore, may not battles, an' 
pleaſe your honour, as well as marriages, 
be made in heaven?—My uncle Toby 
muſed.— 

Religion inclined him to lay one thing, 
and his high idea of military [kill tempted 
him to ſay another; ſo not being able to 
frame a reply exactly to his mind—my 
uncle Toby laid nothing at all; and the 
corporal finiſhed his ſtory. 

As Tom perceiv'd, an' pleaſe your ho- 
nour, that he gained ground, and that 
all he had ſaid upon the ſubject of ſau- 
ſages, was kindly taken, he went on ts 
help her a little making them. —Firſt, by 
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taking hold of the ring of the ſauſage whilſt 
ſhe ſtroked the forced meat down with 
her hand—then by cutting the firings into 
proper lengths, and holding them in his 
hand, whilſt ſhe took them out one by 
one—then, by putting them acroſs her 
mouth, that ſhe might take them out as 
ſhe wanted them—and ſo on from little 
to more, till at laſt he adventured to tie 
the ſauſage himſelf, whilſt ſhe. held the 
lnout.— | a 

Now a widow, an' pleaſe your ho- 
nour, always chooſes a ſecond huſband as 
_ unlike the firſt as ſhe can: ſo the affair 
was more than half ſettled in her mind be- 
fore Tom mentioned it. 

She made a feint however of defending 
herſelf, by ſnatching up a ſauſage :—Tom 
inftantly laid hold of another— — 

But ſeeing Tom's had more grifile in 
it— 

She ſigned the capitulation—and Tom 
ſealed it; and there was an end of the 
matter. 


F 
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' CHAP. vin. 


— 


ALL womankind, continued Trim, (com- 
menting upon his ſtory) from the higheſt 
to the loweſt, an' pleaſe your honour, 
love jokes ; the difficulty is to know how 
they chooſe to have them cut; and there is 
no knowing that, but by trying as we de 
with our artillery in the field, by raifing 
or letting down their breeches, till we hit - 
the mark. — | 
El like the compariſon, ſaid my uncle 
Toby, better than the thing itſelf— 
- —Becauſe your honour, quoth the cor- 
poral, loves glory, more than pleaſure. 
I hope, Trim, anſwered my uncle To- 
by, I love mankind more than either; and 
as the knowledge of arms tends Io appa- 
rently to the good and quiet of the world 
and' particularly that branch of it which 
we have practiſed together in our bowling- 
green, has no object but to ſhorten the 
firides of Amz1T1oNn, and intrench the lives 
and fortunes of the few, from the plun- 


derings of the many— —whenever that 


drum beats in our ears, I truſt, corporal, 
we ſhall neither of us want ſo much hu- 
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manity and fellow-feeling as to face about 
and march. | 
In pronouncing this, my uncle Toby 
faced about, and marched firmly as at the 
head of his company—and the faithful 
corporal, ſhouldering his flick, and ftrik- 
ing his hand upon his coat-[kirt as he took 
his firſt ſtep—marched cloſe behind him 
down the avenue. 
[Now what can their two noddles be 
about? cried my father to my mother—by 
all that's firange, they are beſieging Mrs. 
Wadman in form, and are marching round 
her houſe to mark out the lines of circum- 
vallation. | 
I dare ſay, WU, my mthes. Dot op 4 
dear Sir —for what my mother dared to 
ſay upon the occaſion—and what my fa- 
ther did ſay upon it—with her replies and 
his rejoinders , ſhall be read, peruſed, pa- 
raphraſed, commented and deſcanted upon 
bor to ſay it all in a word, ſhall be 
thumb'd over by Poſterity in a chapter 
apart “l ſay, by Pofterity—and care 
not, if I repeat the word again—for what 
has this book done more than the Lega- 
tion of Moſes, or the Tale of a Tub, that 
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it may not ſwim down the gation: of Time 
along with them ? | oy | 
I will not argue the matter: Time waſtes 
too faſt; every letter I trace tells me with 
what rapidity Life follows my pen; the 
days and hours of it more predates my 
dear Jenny! than the rubies about thy 
neck, are flying over our heads like light 
clouds of a windy day, never to return 
more—every thing preſſes on—whilft thou 
art twiſting that lock, —ſ[ee ! it grows grey; 
and every time I kiſs thy hand to bid 
adieu, and every ablence which follows 
it, are preludes to that eternal ſeparation 
which we are ſhortly to make.— — 
Heaven have mercy upon us both! 


„ QA P. IX. 


RR abatiahe meth cioks. of 


that ejaculation—I would not give a groat. 


* 


CHAP. *. 


My naked had gone with her left a arm 
twiſted in my father's right, till they had 
got to the fatal angle of the old garden 
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wall, where Doctor Slop was overthrown 
by Obadiah on the coach horſe: as this 
was directly eppokite to the front of Mrs. 
Wadman's houſe , when my father came 
to it, he gave a look acroſs; and ſeeing 
my uncle Toby and the corporal within 
ten paces of the door, he turn'd about— 
„Let us juſt flop a moment, quoth my 
father, and ſee with what ceremonies my 
brother Toby and his man Trim, make their 
firſt entry—it will not detain us, added 
my father, a ſingle minute,” —No matter, 
if it be ten minutes, quoth my mother, 

— It will hot detain us half a one; 
ſaid my father. 

The corporal was juſt then ſetting in with 
the ſtory of bis brother Tom and the Jew's 
widow : the ftory went on—and on—it had 
epiſodes in it—it came back, and went 
on—and on again; there was no. end of 
it—the reader found it very long— — 

—G—help my father! he piſh'd fifty 
times at eyery new attitude, and gave the 
corporal's ſtick, with all its flouriſhings 
and danglings, to as many devils as choſe 
to accept of them, | 

When iſlues of events like theſe my fa- 
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ther is waiting for, are hanging in the 
ſcales of fate, the mind has the advantage 
of changing the principle of expectation 
three times, without which it would not 
have power to lee it out, 

Curiofity governs the firfi moment; and 
the ſecond moment is all oeconomy to juſ- 
tify the expenſe of the firft—and for the 
third, fourth, fifth, and fixth moments; 
and ſo on to the day of judgment— tis a 
point of Honour. 

I need not be told, that the. othis writ- 
ers have alligned this all to Patience; but 
that VixTve methinks, has extent of do- 
minion ſufficient of her own, and enough 
to do in it, without invading the few dil- 

mantled caſtles which HonouR has left him 
| upon the earth. 

My father ſtood it out as well as he 
could with theſe three auxiliaries, to the 
end of Trim's ſtory; and from thence to 
the end of my uncle Toby's panegyric upon 
arms in the chapter following it; when 
ſeeing , that infiead of marching up to Mrs, 
Wadman's door, they both faced about 
and marched down the avenue diametrical- 
ly oppokite to his expectation—he broke 
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out at once with that little ſubacid ſore- 
neſs of humour, which, in certain fitua- 
tions, diſtinguiſhed his character from that 
of all other men. 


CHAP. XI. 
Now what can their twe noddles be 
about? cried my father etc. - - - - 
-I dare ſay, ſaid my mother, they are 
making fortifications — 
| — Not on Mrs. Wadman's premiſes, 
cried my father, ſtepping back— 


I ſuppoſe not, quoth my mother, 
I wiſh, ſaid my father, raifing his voice, 


the whole ſcience of fortification at the 


devil, with all its trumpery of ſaps , mines, 

blinds, gabions, fauſſe-brays and cuvet- 

tesg— Wa 444 
They are fooliſh things—ſaid my mo- 

ther... | 

Now ſhe had a way, which by the by, 


I would this moment give away my purple 


jerkin, and my yellow ſlippers into the 


| bargain, if ſome of your reverences would 


imitate—and that was never to refuſe her 
| aſſent and conſent to any propoſition my 


( 
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father laid before her, merely becauſe ſhe 
did not underſtand it, or had no ideas of 
the principal word or term of art, upon 
which the tenet or propolition rolled. She 
contented herſelf with doing all that her 
godfathers and godmothers promiſed for 
her—but no more; and ſo would go on 
uling a hard word twenty years together 
and replying to it too, if it was a verb, 
in all its moods and tenſes}, without giv- 
ing herſelf any trouble to inquire about it. 

This was an eternal ſource of miſery 
to my father, and broke the neck, at the 
firſt letting out, of more good dialogues 
between them, than eould have done 
the moſt petulant contradiction—the few 
which ſurvived were the better for the cx» 
ve te- | 

They are fooliſh things;” ſaid my 

mother. | 
| —Particularly the cuvettes, replied my 
father, 

Twas enough—he tafied the [weet of. 
triumph—and went on. 

— Not that they are, 3 ſpeak- 


ing, Mrs. Wadman's premiſes, ſaid my 


father, partly correcting himſelf - becauſe 
ſhe is hut tenant for life— 
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That makes a great difference — ſaid 
my mother — 

En a fool's head, replied my father — 

Unleſs ſhe ſhonld happen to have a 
child —ſaid my mother— 

—But ſhe muſt perſuade my brother To- 
by firſt to get her one— 
o be ſure, Mr. Shandy , TY: my 
mother. & ) 
Though if it comes to perſuaſion— 


ſaid my father—Lord have my upon 


them. 

Amen: ſaid my mother, piano. 
Amen: cried my father, fortifſime. 
Amen: ſaid my mother again—but with 
ſuch a Gghing cadence of perſonal pity at 
the end of it, as diſcomfited every fibre 
about my father—he inſtantly took out 
his almanac; but before he could untie 
it, Yorick's congregation coming- out of 
church, became a full anſwer to one half 
of bis buſineſs with it—and my mother 
telling him it was a ſacrament day—left 
him as little in doubt, as to the other 
part—He put his almanac into his pocket. 

The firſt Lord of the Treaſury thinking 
of ways and means, could not have re- 


\ 
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turned home, with a more embarralled 
look, 


CHAP. XIL 


Uron looking back from the end ot 
the laſt chapter, and lurveying the texture 
of what has been wrote, it is neceſſary, 
that upon this page and the five following , 
a good quantity of heterogenous matter 
be inſerted, to keep up that juſt balance 
betwixt wiſdom and folly, without which 
a book would not hold together a ſingle 
year: nor is it a poor ereeping digreſſion 
(which but for the name of, a man might 
continue as well going on in the King's 
highway) which will do the bufineſs—no ; 
if it is to be a digreſſion, it muſt be a good 
friſky one, and upon a friſky ſubject too, 
where neither the horſe or his rider are 
to: be caught, but by rebound. 

The only difficulty, is railing powers 
ſuitable to the nature of the ſervice: Fan- 
cy is capricious — Wir muſt not be ſearch- 
ed for—and PLEasantRY (good-uatured 
ſlut as ſhe is) will not come in at a call, 
was an empire to be laid at her feet. 
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—The beſt way for a man, is to ve 
his prayers— 

Only if it puts him in mind of his in- 
firmities and defects, as well ghoſtly as 
bodily— for that purpoſe, he will find him- 
ſelf rather worſe after he has ſaid them 


than before—for other purpoſes, better. 


For my. own part there is not'a way 
either moral or mechanical under heaven 
that I could think of, which I have not 
taken with myſelf in this caſe : ſometimes 
by addreſſing myſelf directly to the ſoul 
herſelf,. and arguing the point over and 
over again with her upon the extent of 
her own faculties— | 

I never could make them an inch the 
wider ? 

Then by changing my ſyſtem, and try- 


ing what could be made of it upon the. 


body, by temperance, ſoberneſs and chal- 
tity : Theſe are good, quoth I, in them- 
ſelves—they are good, abſolutely ;—they 
are good, relatively ;—they are good for 
happineſs in this world--they are good 
for happinels in the next— i 5 

In ſhort, they were good for every thing 
but the thing wanted; and there they were 
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good for nothing, but to leave the ſoul 


juſt as heaven made it: as for the theolo- 
gical virtues of faith and hope, they give 
it courage, but then that ſniveling virtue 
of meeknels (as my father would always 
call it) takes it quite away again, ſo you 
are exactly where you ſtarted. | 

Now in all common and ordinary caſes, 
there is nothing which I have found to 
anſwer ſo well as this— 

— Certainly, if there is any dependence 
upon Logic, and that I am not blinded 
by ſelf-love, there muſt be ſomething of 
trae genius about me, merely upon this 
ſymptom of it, that I do not know what 
envy is: for never do I hit upon any in- 
vention or device which tendeth to the 
furtherance of good writing, but I inftant- 
ly make it public; willing that all man- 
kind ſhould* write as well as myſelf. 


— Which they certainly will, when _ 


think as little. 


C HAP. XIII. 


Now in ordinary caſes, that is, when 
I am only ſtupid, and the thoughts riſe 


U »s 


2 — 


wv _ 
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heavily and paſs grumous through my 
pen— 

Or that I am got, I know not how, 
into a.cold unmetaphorical vein of in- 
famous writing, and cannot take a plumb- 
lift out of it for my ſoul; ſo muſt be oblig- 
ed to go on writing like a Dutch commen- 
tator to the end of the chapter, unleſs 
ſomething be done— | 

I never ftand conferring with pen and 
ink one moment; for if a pinch of ſnuff or 
a ſtride or two acroſs the room will not 
do the buſineſs for me—I take a razor at 
once; and having tried the edge of it upon 
the palm of my hand, without farther 
ceremony except that of firſt lathering my 
beard, I ſhave it off, taking care only if 
I do leave a hair, that it be not a grey 
one: this done, I change my Thirt— put 
on a better coat—ſend for my laſt wig— 
put my topaz ring upon my finger; and 
in a word, dreſs myſelf from one end to 
the other of me, after my beſt faſhion. 

Now the devil in hell muſt be in it, if 
this does not do: for conſider, Sir, as 
every man chooſes to be preſent at the 
. Chaving of his own beard (though there is 
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no rule without an exception) and una» 
voidably fits over againſt himſelf the whele 
time it is doing, in caſe he has a hand 
in it—the Situation, like all others, has 
notions of her own to put into the brain, 


I maintain it, the conceits of a rough - 


bearded man, are ſeyen years more terſe 
and juyenile for one fingle operation ; and 
if they did not run a riſk of being quite 
ſhaved away, might be carried up by con- 


tinual ſhavings, to tbe higheſt pitch of 
ſublimity—How Homer could write with 


ſo long a beard, I don't know—and as it 
makes againſt my hypotheſis, I as little 
care But let us return to the Toilet. 

Ludovicus Sorbonenfis makes this en- 
tirely an affair of the body (efwregiuy 
eig) as he calls it—but he is deceived : 
the ſoul and body are joint ſharers in every 
thing they get: A man cannot dreſs, but 
his ideas get clothed at the ſame time; 
and if he dreſſes like a gentleman, every 
one of them ſtands preſented to his imagi- 
nation, genteelized along with him—ſo 
that he has nothing to do, but take his 
pen, and write like himſelf. 

For this cauſe, when your honours and 
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reverences would know whether I write 
clean and fit to be read, you will be able 
to judge full as well by looking into my 
Laundreſs's bill as my book: there was 
one fingle month in which I can make it 
appear, that 1 dirtied one and thirty ſhirts 
with elean writing; and after all, was more 
abus d, curs d, criticis'd and confounded, 
and had more myſtie heads ſhaken at me, 
for whajI had wrote in that one month, 
than in all the other months of that year 
put together. 

—But their honours and reverences had 
not ſeen my Bills. 


As I never had the intention of begin - 
ning the Digreſſion, I am making all this 
preparation for, till I come to the fifteenth 
chapter — I have this chapter to put to 
whatever uſe I think proper—l have twen- 
ty this moment ready for it—1 could write 
my chapter of Button-holes in it— 
Or my chapter of Piſhes, which ſhould 
follow them 
Or my chapter of Anots, in caſe their 
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. reverences have done with them — they 
might lead me into miſchief: the ſafeſt 
way is o follow the track of the learned, 
and raiſe objections againſt what I have 
been writing, though I declare beforehand 
I know no more than yy: heels how to 
anſwer them. | 7 B 
And firſt, it may hs ſaid, there is a 
pelting kind of therfitical ſatire, as black. 
as the very ink 'tis wrote with—(and by 
the by, whoever ſays ſo, is indebted to 
the muſter-maſter general of the Grecian 
army, for ſuffering the name of ſo ugly 
and foul-mouthed a man as Therſites to 
continue upon his roll—for it has furniſhed 
him with an epithet)—ia theſe productions 
he will urge, all the perſonal waſhings 
and ſcrubbings' upon earth do a finking 
genius no ſort of good—but juſt the con- 
trary, inaſmuch. as the dirtier the fellow 
is, the better generally he ſucceeds in it. 
\ To chis, I have no other anſwer—at 
leaſt ready but that the Archbiſhop: of 
Benevento wrote his naffſy Romance of 
the Galatea, as all the world knows, in 
a purple coat, waiſicoat, and purple pair 
of breeches; and that the penance ſet him 


— 
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of writing a commentary upen the book 
of the Revelations, as ſevere as it was 
look'd upon by one part of the world, 
was ſax from being deem'd ſo by the 
other, upon the fingle account of tat 
TInvefiment. | \| 
Another objection, to all this remedy, 
is its want of univerſality; foraſmuch as 
the ſhaving part of it, upon which ſo much 
rels is laid, by an unalterable law of 
nature excludes one half of the ſpecies 
entirely from its uſe: all I can lay is, 
that female writers, whether of England 
or of France, muſt e'en go witbout it — 
As for the Spaniſh Ladies we am iu no 
"fort of diſtrels— | 


CHAP. XV. 


Tan fifteenth 1 is come at laſt; 
and brings nothing with it but a ſad figna- 
ture of © How our pleaſures ſlip from under 
us in this world!” 0 

For in talking of my 3 de- 
clare before heaven I have made it! What 
a ſtrange creature is mortal man! ſaid ſhe. 
Tis very true, ſaid I—butit were better 
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to get all theſe things out of our heads, 


and return to my. uncle Toby. 


CHAP. XVI. 


Wu EN my uncle Toby and the cor- 
poral had marched down to the bottom 

of the avenue, they recollected' their bus 
 Gneſs lay the other way; ſo they faced 
about and marched” ftraight up to Mrs. 
Wadman's door. 

I warrant your * honour, ſaid the cor- 
poral, touching his Montero-cap with his 
hand, as he paſled him in order to give 
a knock at the door — My uncle Toby, 
contrary to his invariable way of treating 
his faithful ſervant, ſaid nothing good or 
bad: the truth was he had not altogether 
marſhaled his ideas; he wilh'd for ano- 
ther conference, and as the corporal was 
mounting up three fieps before the door— 
he hemmed twice—a'portion of my uncle 
Toby's moſt modeſt ſpirits fled, at each 
expulſion, towards the corporal z be ſtood 
with the rapper of the door ſufpended for 
a full minute in his hand; hefcarce knew 
why. Bridget ſtood perdue within, with 

Trifiram Shandy. Vol. IX. X 
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her finger and her thumb upon the latch, 
| benumbed with expectation ; and Mrs. 
 Wadman , with an eye ready to be 
. deflowered again, fat breathleſs behind 
| the window- curtain of her bed-chamber, 
watching their approach. 
Trim! ſaid my uncle Toby—but as he 
| articulated the word, the minute expired, 
| and Trim let fall the rapper. 
My uncle Toby perceiving that all hopes 
of a conference were knocked on the head 
by it—whifiled Lillabullero. 


* 


C. HAP. XVII. 


As Mrs. Bridget's finger and thumb were 

upon the latch, the corporal did not knock 

as oft as perchance your honour's tailor— 

I might have taken my example ſomething 

nearer home; for I owe mine ſome fiye- 

ang-amenty pounds at leaſt, and wonder 
Lat the man's patience— 

Hut this is nothing at all to the wen 
only tis a curſed thing to be in debt; and 
there ſeems to be a fatality in the exche- 

quers of ſome poor princes, particularly 
thoſe of our houſe, which no Economy 
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can bind down in irons: for my own part, 
I'm perſuaded there is not any one prince, 
prelate, pope, or potentate, great or ſmall 
upon earth, more defirous in his heart of 
keeping ſtraight with the world than I am 
—or who takes more likely means for it, 
I never give above half a guinea—or walk 
with boots—or cheapen tooth-picks— or 
lay out a ſhilling upon a band-hox the 
year round; and for the fix months I'm 
in the country, I'm upon ſo [ſmall a ſcale, 
that with all the good temper in the world 
I outdo Rouſfeau, a bar length—for I keep 
neither man or boy, or horle, or cow, 
or dog, or cat, or any thing that can eat 
or drink, except a thin poor piece of a 
Veſtal (to keep my fire in) and who has 
generally as bad an appetite as myſelf— 
but if you think this makes a philoſopher 
of me—I would not, my good people! give 
a ruſh for your judgments. 

True philoſophy—but there is no treat- 
ing the ſubject whilſt my uncle Toby is 
whiſtling Lillabullero, 

Let us go into the houſe, 
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CHAP, XVIII. 
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CHAP. XX, 
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Lou ſhall ſee the very place, Madam; 
ſaid my uncle Toby. 

Mrs. Wadman bluſh'd — — look'd to- 
wards the door—turn'd pale — bluſh'd 
ſlightly again — — recovered her natural 
colour—bluſh'd worſe than ever; which, 
for the ſake of the unlearned reader I tranſ- 
late thus— 


L- cannot look at 1 
% What would the world { ſay, if I 1 looked 
at it? 
« 7 ſhould drop down , if I looked at it 
«© 7 wiſh I could look at it 
* There can be no fin in looking at it. 
= — , wilt look at it. 


Whilſt all this was running through Mrs, 
Wadman's imagination, my uncle Toby 
had riſen from the ſofa, and got to the 
other fide of the parlour door, to give 
Trim an order about it in the paſſage 


243 Tue LIFE or 


* . „ * „ EEE EEE EL TIM 


I believe it is in the garret, ſaid my uncle 
Toby—T ſaw it there, an' pleaſe your ho- 
nour, this morning, anſwered Trim—Then 
prithee, ſtep directly for it, Trim, ſaid 
my uncle Toby, and bring it into the 
parlour. 

The carporal did not approve of the 

orders, but moſt cheerfully obey'd them, 
The firſt was not an act of his will — 
the ſecond was; ſo he put on his Mon- 
tero-cap, and went as faſt as bis lame 
knee would let him. My uncle Toby return» 
ed into the parlour, and ſat himſelf down 
again upon the ſofa. 
Lou ſhall lay your finger upon the 
place—ſaid my uncle Toby. — —I will not 
touch it, however , quoth Mrs. Wadman 
to herſelf. 

This requires a ſecond tranſlation :—it 
ſhews what little knowledge is got by 
mere words— —we muſt go up to the firſt 
ſprings. | 

No in order to clear up the miſt which 
hangs upon theſe three pages, I muſt en- 
deayour to be as clear as poſſible- myſelf, 
- Rub your hands thrice acroſs your fore- 
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heads — blow your noſes — cleanſe your 


emunctories—ſneeze my good people! — 


God bleſs you— 
Now give me all the help you can, 


CHAP, XXI. 


As there are fifty different ends ( count- 
ing all ends in—as well civil as religious) 
for which a woman takes a huſband, ſhe 
firſt ſets about and carefully weighs, then 
ſeparates and diſtinguiſhes in her mind, 
which of all that number of ends, is hers: 
then by diſcourſe, inquiry, argumentation, 
and inference, ſhe inveſtigates and finds 
out whether ſhe has got hold of the right 
one—and if ſhe has—then, by pulling it 
gently this way and that way , ſhe farther 


forms a judgment, whether it will not break 


in the drawing. 

The imagery under which W 
gius impreſſes this upon his reader's fancy , 
in the beginning of his third Decad, is 
ſo ludicrous, that the honour I bear the 
ſex, will not ſuffer me to quote it—other- 
wiſe 'tis not deſtitute of humour, 


« She firſt, ſaith Slawkenbergius, ſtops 
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the aſs, and holding his halter in her left 
hand (left he ſhould get away) ſhe truſts 
her right hand into the very bottom of his 
pannier to ſearch for it For what ?—you'll 
not know the ſooner, quoth Slawken- 
bergius , for interrupting me 

«I have nothing, good Lady, but nay 
bottles!” ſays the als. 

«Pm loaded with We * fays the fe 
cond. 

And thou art little denen quoth ſhe 
to the third; for nothing is there in thy 
panniers but trunk-hoſe and pantofles — and 
ſo to the fourth and fifth, going on one 
by one through the whole ſtring, till com- 
ing to the als which carries it, ſhe turns 
the pannier upſide down, looks at it— 
conſiders it — ſamples it — meaſures it 
Rretches it—wets it—dries it—then takes 
her teeth both to the warp and weft of 
it — 

—Of what? for the love of Chrift! 

I am determined, anſwered Slawken- 
bergius, that all the powers upon earth 


ſball never wring that ſecret from my 
breaft, 
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Wx live in a world beſet on all fides 
with myſteries and riddles—and ſo tis no 
matter— —elſe it ſeems ſtrange, that Na- 
ture, who makes every thing fo well to 
anſwer its deſtination, and ſeldom or never 
errs, unleſs for paſtime, in giving ſuch 
forms and aptitudes to whatever paſſes 
through her hands, that whether ſhe deſigns 
for the plough, the caravan, the cart—or 
whatever other creature ſhe models, be 
it but an aſs's foal, you are ſure to have 
the thing you wanted; and yet at the ſame 
time ſhould fo eternally bungle it as ſhe 
does, in making ſo * a thing as a mar- 
ried man. 

Whether it is in the choice of the elay 
—or that it is frequently ſpoiled in the 
baking, by an exceſs of which a huſband 
may turn out too cruſty (you know) on 
one hand or not enough ſo, through defect 
of heat, on the other—or whether this 
great Artificer is not ſo attentive to the 
little Platonic exigencies of that part of 
the ſpecies, for whole uſe ſhe is fabricat- 
ing this—or that her Ladyſhip ſometimes 
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ſcarce knows what ſort of a huſband will 
do—I know not: we will diſcourſe about 
it after ſupper. | 

It is enough, that neither the obſerva- 
tion itſelf, or the realoning upon it, are 
at all to the purpoſe—but rather againſt 
it; fince with regard to my uncle Toby's 
fitneſs for the marriage ſtate, nothing was 
ever better: ſhe bad formed him of the 
beft and kindlieſt clay—had tempered it 
with her own milk, and breathed into it 
the [weeteft ſpirit—ſhe had made him all 
gentle, generous, and humane —ſhe had 
filled his heart with truſt and-confidenee, 
and diſpoſed every paſſage which 1ed to 
it, for the communication of the tendereſt 
offices—ſhe had moreover confidered the 
other cauſes for which matrimony was or- 
dained — 


And accordingly * $4 „„ 
E * U * U EEE EEE: 
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The pon Arton was not defeated by my 
uncle Toby's wound. 

Now this laſt article was ſomewhat apo- 
cryphal; and the Devil, who is the great 
diſturber of our faiths in this world, had 


TRISTRAM SHANDY, 2533 


raiſed ſcruples in Mrs. Wadman's brain 
about it; and like a true devil as he was, 
had done his own work at the ſame time, 
by turning my uncle Toby's Virtue theres 
apon into nothing but empty bottles , 
tripes , trunk-hoſe, and pantofles. 


CHAP. XXIII. 


Mss. Bridget had pawn'd all the little 
flock of honour a poor chambermaid was 
worth in the world, that ſhe would get to 
the bottom of the affair in ten days ; and 
it was built upon the moſt concellible po- 
flulatum in nature: namely, that whilſt 
my uncle Toby was making love to her 
, miftreſs, the corporal could find nothing 
better to do, than make love to her— 
« And I'll let him as much as he will, 
faid Bridget, „to get it out of im. 
Friendſhip has two garments; an outer, 
and an under one. Bridget was ſerving 
ber miſireſs's intereſts in the one—and 
doing the thing which moſt pleaſed her- 
ſelf in the other; ſo had as many fRlakes 
depending upon my uncle Toby's wound, 
as the Devil himſelf— —Mrs. Wadman 
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had but one— and as it poſſibly might be 
her laſt (without diſcouraging Mrs. Brid- 
get, or diſcrediting her talents) was de- 
termined to play her cards herſelf. 

She wanted not encouragement: a child 
might have looked into his hand—there 
was ſuch a plainneſs and ſimplicity in his 
playing out what trumps he had—with 
ſach ay_unmiſtrufiing ignorance of the ter 
ace—and ſo naked and defenceleſs did he 
fit upon the ſame ſofa with widow Wad- 
man, that a generous heart would have 
wept to have won the game of him, 

Let us drop the metaphor. 


CHAP. XXIV. 


—_AnD the ftory too—if you pleaſe; for 
though I have all along been haftening 
towards this part of it, with fo muck earneſt 
defire, as well knowing it to be the choiceſt 
morſel of what I had to offer to the world; 
yet now that I am got to it, any one is 
welcome to take my pen, and go on with 
the ſtory for me that will—I ſee the diffi- 
eulties of the deſcriptions I'm going to give 
—and feel my want of powers. 
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It is one.comfort at leaſt to me, that I 
lot ſome fourſcore ounces of blood this 
week, in a moſt uncritical fever which at- 
tacked me at the beginning of this chap- 
ter; ſo that I have ſtill ſome hopes remain- 
ing, it may be more in the ſerous or glo- 
bular parts of the blood, than in the ſub- 
tile aura of the brain—be it which it will 
—an Invocation can do no hurt—and 1 
leave the affair entirely to the izvoked, to 
inſpire or to inject me according as he ſees 
good, | 


THE INVOCATION. 


Gen TLE Spirit of ſweeteſt humour, who 
erſt didſt fit upon the ealy pen of my be- 
loved Cexvantes; Thou who glidedꝰſt 
daily through his lattice, and turned'ſt the 
twilight of his priſon into noon-day bright- 
neſs by thy preſence— tinged'ſt his little 
urn of water with heaven-ſent Nectar, and 
all the time he wrote of Sancho and his 
maſter, didſt caſt thy myſtic mantle o'er 
his wither'd * ſtump, and wide extended'ſt 
it to all the evils of his life 


* He loſt his hand at the battle of Lepanto. 
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— — Turn'in hither, I beſeech thee !—- 
behold theſe breeches!—they are all Lhave 
in the world—that piteous rent was given 


them at Lyons— — 


My ſhirts ! ſee what a deadly ſchiſm has 
happen'd amongſt 'em—for the laps are 
in Lombardy, and the reſt of em here 


Inever had but fix, and a cunning gypſey 


of a laundreſs at Milan cut me off the fore- 
laps of five—To do her juftice, ſhe did 
it with ſome confideration—for I was re- 
turning owt of Italy. 

And yet, notwithftanding all this, and 
a piſtol tinder-box which was moreover 
flched from me at Sienna, and twice that 
I paid five Pauls for two hard eggs, once 


at Raddicoffini, and a ſecond time at 


Capua—I do not think a journey throngh 
France and Italy ,-provided a man keeps 
his temper all the way, ſo bad a thing 
as ſome people would make you believe: 
there muſt be ups and downs, or how the 
deuce ſhould we get into vallies where 
Nature ſpreads ſo many tables of entertain- 
ment—"'Tis nonſenſe to imagine they will 
lend you their voitures to be ſhaken to 
pieces for nothing; and unleſs you pay 
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twelve ſous for greafing your wheels, how 
ſhould the poor peaſant get butter to his 
bread ? We really expect too much—and 
for the livre or two above par for your 
ſuppers and bed—at the moſt they are but 
one ſhilling and nine pence halfpenny— 
who would embroil their philoſophy for 
it? for heaven's and for your own ſake, 
pay it—pay it with both hands open, ra- 
ther than leave Diſappointment fitting 
drooping upon the eye of your fair Hoſteſs 
and her Damſels in the gateway, at your 
departure—and beſides , my dear Sir, ydu 
get a fifterly kiſs of each of em worth a 
pound at leaft I did—— | 

—For my uncle Toby's amours running 
all the way in my head, they had the 
ſame effect upon me as if they had been 
my own -I was in the moſt perfect flate 
of bounty and good-will; and felt the kind- 
liek harmony vibrating within me, with 
every oſcillation of the chaiſe alike; ſo 
that whether the roads were rough or 
ſmooth , it made no difference; every thing 
I ſaw, or had to do with, touch'd upon 
ſome ſecret ſpring 'either of ſentiment or 
rapture. 
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— They were the ſweeteſt notes I ever 
heard; and I inftantly let down the fore- 
glaſs to hear them more diſtinctly —'Tis 
Maria; ſaid the poftillion , obſerving I 
was liftening—Poor Maria, continued he, 
(Teaning his body on one fide to let me 
ſee her, for he was in a line betwixt us) | 
is ſitting upon a bank playing her veſpers 
upon her pipe, with her little goat be- 
fide her. | | 
The young fellow utter'd this with an 
accent and a look ſo perfectly in tune to 
a feeling heart, that I inſtantly made a 
vow , I would give him a ae 
ty ſous piece, when I got to Moulins 
And who is poor Maria? ſaid I, | 
The love and pity of all the villages 
1 around us; ſaid the poſtillion - it is but 

three years ago, that the ſun did not ſhine. 
upon ſo fair, ſo quick - witted and amiable 
a maid ; and better fate did Maria deſerve, 
than to have her Banns forbid, by the 
intrigues of the curate of the pariſh who 
| Publiſhed them | 
He was going on, when Maria, who 
had made'a'ſhort pauſe, put the pipe to 
her mouth and began the air again they 
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were the ſame notes; —-yet were ten times 
ſweeter. It is the evening ſervice to the 
Virgin, ſaid the young man—but who has 
taught her to play it—or how ſhe came 
by her pipe, no one knows; we think 
that Heaven has aſſiſted her in both; for 
ever fince ſhe has been unſettled in her 
mind, it ſeems her only conſolation—ſhe 
has never once had the pipe out of her 
hand, but plays that ſervice upon it almoſt 
night and day. 

The poſtillion delivered this with ſo 
much diſcretion and natural eloquenee, 
that I could not help decyphering. ſome- 
thing in his face above his condition, and 
ſhould. have fifted out his hiſtory, had 
not poor Maria's taken ſuch full poſſeſſion 
of me. | 

We had got up by this time almoſt to 
the bank where Maria was fitting: ſhe 
was in a thin white jacket with her hair, 
all but two trelles, drawn up into a filk 
net, with a few olive leaves twiſted alittle 
fantaſtically on one fide—ſhe was beau- 
tiful; and if ever I felt the full force of 
an honeſt heart-ache, it was the moment 
I ſaw ber— 


Y 2 


— a n 9 * — — W erg 2 - = * 1 L 2 
C D 


260 Tur LIFE or 


— God help her! poor damſel! above a 
hundred maſſes, ſaid the poſtillion, have 
been ſaid in the ſeveral pariſh churches 
and convents around, for her, — but with - 
out effect; we have ſtill hopes, as ſhe is 
ſenfible for ſhort intervals, that the Vir- 
gin at laſt will reſtore her to herſelf; but 
her parents, who know her beſt, are hope- 


leſs upon that ſcore, and think her ſenſes 


are loſt for ever. | 

As the poſtillion ſpoke this, MARIA 
made a cadence ſo melancholy, ſo tender 
and querulous, that I ſprung out of the 


chaiſe to help her, and found myſelf fit- 


ting betwixt her and her goat before I 
relapſed from my enthuſiaſm. 


_ - Mania look'd wiſtfully for ſome time 


at me, and then at her goat—and then 
at me—and then at her goat again, and 
ſo on, alternately — | 

—Well, Maria, ſaid I ſoftly—What 
reſemblance do you find? 

I doentreat the candid reader to believe 
me, that it was from the humbleſt con- 
viction of what a Beaſt man is,—that I 

ſked the queſtion; and that I would not 
have let fallen an unſeaſonable pleaſan- 
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try in the venerable preſence of Miſery, 
to be entitled to all the wit that ever Rabe- 
lais ſcatter'd — and yet I own my heart 
ſmote me, and that I ſo ſmarted at the 
very idea of it, that I ſwore I would ſet 
up for Wiſdom, and utter grave ſentences 
the reſt of my days—and never—never 
attempt again to commit mirth with man, 
woman, or child, the longeſt day I had 
to live. F 

As for writing nonſenſe to them—I be- 
lieve, there was a reſerye — but that I 
leave to the world. 

Adieu, Maria! — adieu, poor hapleſs 
damſel !—ſome time, but not now, I may 
hear thy ſorrows from thy own lips—but 
I was deceived; for that moment ſhe took 
her pipe and told me ſuch a tale of woe 
with it, that I roſe up; and with broken 
and irregular ſteps walked loftly to my 
chaiſe. | 
| — What an excellent inn at Moulins! 
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CH AP. XXV. 


Wu EN we have got to the end of this 
chapter (but not before) we muſt all turn 
back to the two blank chapters, on the 
account of which my honour has lain bleed- 
ing this half hour I fiop it, by pulling 
off one of my yellow (lippers and throw- 
ing it with all my violence, to the oppor, 
lite ſide of my room, with a declaratio 

at the heel of it— 

—That whatever coſomblanes it may 
bear to half the chapters which are written 
in the world, or, for aught I know, may 
be now writing in it—that it was as caſual 
as the foam of Zeuxis his horſe : beſides, 
I look upon a chapter which has, only 
nothing in it, with reſpect; and conſider- 
ing what worle things there are in the 
world—That it is no way a proper ſub- 
ject for ſatire— 

—Why then was it left ſo? And here, 
without ſtaying for my reply, ſhall I be 
called as many blockheads, numſkulls, dod- 
dypoles , dunderheads , ninnyhammers, 
gooſecaps, joltheads, nincompoops, and 
ſh—t-a-beds—and other unſavoury appel- 
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lations, as ever the cake-bakers of Lernè, 
caſt in the teeth of King Garagantua's 
ſhepherds—And I'll let them do it, as 
Bridget ſaid, as much as they pleaſe; for 
how was it poſſible they ſhould foreſee 
the neceſſity I was under of writing the 
twenty fifth chapter of my book, before 
the eighteenth, etc. 
—80 I don't take it amiſs—AIll I wiſh 
is, that it may be a leſſon to the world, 
te to let people tell their flories their own 


way. 
The Eighteenth Chapter. 


As Mrs. Bridget open'd the door before 
the corporal had well given the rap, the 
interval betwixt that and my uncle Toby's 
introduction into the parlour, was ſo ſhort, 
that Mrs. Wadman had but juſt time to 
get from behind the curtain—lay a Bible 
upon the table, and advance a ftep or 
two towards the door to receive him. 

My uncle Toby ſaluted Mrs, Wadman, 
after the manner in which women were 
ſaluted by men in the year of your Lord 
God one thouſand ſeven hundred and thir- 
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teen—then facing about, he marched up 
abreaſt with her to the ſofa, and in three 
plain words—though not before he was 
ſat down—nor after he was ſat down— 
but as he was fitting down, told her“ he 
was in love — ſo that my uncle Toby 
ſtrained himſelf more in the declaration 
than he needed, 

Mrs. Wadman naturally looked down, 
upon a ſlit che had been darning up in 
her apron, in expectation every moment, 
that my uncle Toby would go on; but 
Having no talents for amplification, and 
Love moreover of all others being a ſub- 
ject of which he was the leaſt a mafter— 
When he had told Mrs. Wadman once 
that he loved her, he let it alone, and 
left the matter to work after its own way. 

My father was always in raptures with 
this ſyſtem of my uncle Toby's, as he falſe- 
ly called it, and would often ſay, that 
could his brother Toby to his proceſſe have 
added but a pipe of tobacco — he had 
where-withal to have found his way, if 
there was faith in a Spaniſh proverb, 


towards the hearts of kalf the women upon 
the globe. 
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My uncle Toby never underſtood what 
my father meant: nor will I preſume to ex- 
tract more from it, than a condemnation 
of an error which the bulk of the world 
lie under—but the French, every one of 
'em to a man, who believe in it, almoſt 
as much as the REAL 1 « That 
talking of love is making it.” 

EI would as ſoon ſet about making a 
black pudding by the ſame receipt. 

Let us go on: Mrs, Wadman ſat in 
expectation my uncle Toby would do ſo, 


to almoſt the firft pulſation of that minute, 


wherein filence on the one ſide or the 
other, generally becomes indecent : ſo 
edging herſelf a little more towards him, 
and raiſing up her eyes, ſub-bluſhing, as 
The did it—ſhe took up the gauntlet—or 
the diſcourſe (if you like it better) and 
communed with my uncle Toby, thus. 
The cares and diſquietudes of the mar- 
riage ſtate, quoth Mrs, Wadman, are very 
great. I ſuppoſe ſo, ſaid my uncle Toby. 
And therefore when a perſon, continued 
Mrs. Wadman, is lo much at his eale as 
you are—ſo happy, captain Shandy, in 
yourſelf, your friends, and your amuſe- 
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 ments—I wonder, what reaſons can in- 


cline you to the ſtate— 


E They are written, quoth my uncle 


Toby, in the Common-Prayer Book. 
Thus far my uncle Toby went on wa- 


ily , and kept within his depth, leaving 


Mrs. Wadman to ſail upon the gulph as 
fhe pleaſed.” 

—As for children, ſaid Mrs, Wadman ,— 
though a principal end perhaps of the inſti- 
tution, and the natural wiſh, I ſuppoſe, 


Of every parent—yet-do not we all find, 


they are certain ſorrows, and very uncer- 


tain comforts ?'and what is there, dear Sir, 


to pay one for the heart-aches—what com- 
penſation for the many tender and diſ- 


quieting apprehenſions of a ſuffering and 


defenceleſs mother who brings them into 


life ? I declare, ſaid my uncle Toby, ſmit 
with pity, I know of none; unleſs it be 
| 3 pleaſure which it has pleaſed God 


A badlegick! quoth ſhe. 


' Chapter the nineteenth. 


Now there ate ſuch an infoitude of 
notes, tunes, cants, chants, airs, looks, 


* 


TRISTRAM SHANDY, 267 


and accents with which the word fiddle- 
flick may be pronounced in all ſuch cauſes 
as this, every one of em impreſſing a ſenſe 
and meaning as different from the other 
as dirt from cleanlineſs — That Caſuiſts (for 
it is an affair of confcience on that ſcore) 
reckon up no leſs than fourteen thouſand 
in which you may do either right or wrong, 

Mys. Wadman bit upon the fiddlefiich, 
which fummoned up all my uncle Toby's 
modeſt blood into his cheeks—ſo feeling 
within himſelf that he had ſomehow or 
other got beyond his depth, he fiopt ſhort ; 
and without entering farther either into the 
Pains or pleaſures of matrimony, he laid 
his band upon his heart, and made an 
offer to take them as they were, and "_ | 
them along with her. 

When my uncle Toby bad faid this, 
he did not care to [ay it again; ſo caſting 
kis eye upon the Bible which Mrs. Wad- 
man had laid upon the table, he took 
it up; and popping, dear foul! upon a 
 paſlageinit, of all others the moſt intereſt- 

ing to him—which was the ſiege of Jericho 

Ehe ſet himſelf to read it over—leaving 
his propoſal of marriage, as he had done 
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his declaration of love, to work with her 


after its own way. Now it wrought neither 


as an aftringent or a looſener; nor like 
opium, or bark, or mercury, or buck- 
thorn, or any one drug which nature had 
beſtowed upon the world — in ſhort, it 
worked not at all in her; and the cauſe 


of that was, that there was ſomething 


working there before—Babbler that I am! 
I have anticipated what it was a dozen 


times; but there is fire ſtill in the ſubject— 
| allons, | | | - 


e AF. XXVI. 


IT is natural for a perfect firanger who 


is going from London to Edinburgh, to 
inquire before he ſets outs how many 


miles to York; which is about the half 


 way—nor does any body wonder, if he 


goes on and alks about the Corporation, 
etc, — | | 

It was juſt as natural for Mrs. Wadman, 
whoſe firft huſband was all his time at- 
flicted with a Sciatica, to wiſh to know 


how far from the hip to the groin; and 


how far ſhe was likely to ſuffer more or 


o 
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leſs in her feelings, in the one caſe than 
in the other. 
She had e ee read Drake' s ana- 
tomy from one end to the other. She had 
peeped into Wharton upon the brain, 
and borrowed * Graaf upon the bones and 
muſcles; but could make nothing bf it. 

She had reaſon'd likewiſe from her own 
powers — laid down theorems — drawn 
conſequences, and come to no concluſion, 

To clear up all, ſhe had twice aſked 
Doctor Slop, If poor captain Shandy was 
ever likely to recover of his wound—?"”" 

—He is recovered, Doctor Slop would 
ſay— 

What quite? 

— Quite: madam — 

But what do you mean by a recovery ? 
Mrs. Wadman would ſay. 

Doctor Slop was the worſt man alive 
at definitions; and ſo Mrs, Wadman could 
get no knowledge: in ſhort there was no 


way to extract it, but from my uncle To- 
by himſelf. 


* This muſt be a miſtake in Mr. Shandy; 
for Graaf wrote upon the pancreatic juice, 
and the parts of generation. 
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There is an accent of humanity in an 
inquiry of this kind which lulls Suspiciox 
to rek—and'I am half perſuaded: the ſer- 
pent got pretty near it, in his diſcourſe 
with Eve; for the propenſity in the ſex 
to be deceived could not be fo great, that 
ſhe ſhoufd have boldneſs to hold chat with 
the devil, without it—But there is an ac- 
cent of humanity—how ſhall I deſcribe it? 
—'tis an accent which covers the part with 
a garment, and gives the inquirer a right 
to be as particular with it, as your _ 
ſurgeon, | | 

« —Was it without remiſſion ?— 

« —Was it more: tolerable in bed? _ 
« —Could he lie on both * * 
with it? 
Was he able to mount a borle? 

f Was motion bad for it?“ ef caetera, 
were ſo tenderly ſpoke to, and ſo direct- 
ed towards my uncle Toby's heart, that 
every item of them ſunk ten times deeper 
into it than the evils themſelves— but when 
Mrs. Wadman went round about by Namur 
to get at my uncle Toby's groin; and en- 
gaged him to attack the point of the ad- 
vanced counterſcarp, and pee méle with 
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«the Dutch to take the counterguard ,qf St. 
Roche ſword in hand — wer hit 
tender notes playing upon his ear, ded. 


him all bleeding by the hand out of the 
trench, wiping her eye, as he was car- 
Tied to his tent—Heaven! Earth! Sea !— 
all was lifted up—the ſprings of nature, 
roſe above their levels—an angel of mercy 
ſat befide him on the ſofa—his heart glow'd, 
with fire—and had he been worth a thou- 
ſand, he had loſt every heart of them to 
Mrs. Wadman. . 
And whereabouts, dear Sir, quoth Mrs. 
Wadman, a little categorically, did you 
receive this ſad blow ?—In aſking this que- 
ſtion, Mrs. Wadman gave a ſlight glance 
towards the waiſtband of my uncle Toby's 
red pluſh breeches, expecting naturally, 
as the ſhorteſt reply to it, that my uncle 
Toby would lay his fore-finger upon the 
place It fell out otherwile—for my uncle 
Toby having got his wound before the gate 
of St. Nicolas, in one of the traverſes of 
the trench, oppoſite to the ſallient angle 
of the demi-baftion of St. Roche; he could 
at any time flick a pin upon the identi- 
cal ſpot of ground where he was flanding 
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when the ſtone ſtruck him: this ſtruek in- 
ſtantly upon my uncle Toby's ſenſorium 
and with it firuck his large map of the 
town and citadel of Namur and its en- 
virons, which he had purchaſed and paſted 
down'upon a board by the corporal's aid, 
during his long illneſs —it had lain with 
other military lumber in the garret ever 
lince, and accordingly the corporal was 
detached into the garret to fetch it, 


My uncle Toby meaſured off thirty 


toiſes, with Mrs, Wadman's ſeiſſars, from 
the returning angle before the gate of St. 
Nicolas; and with ſuch a virgin modeſty 


laid her finger upon the place, that the 
goddeſs of Decency, if then in being— 


if not, 'twas her ſhade—ſhook her head, 
and with a finger wavering acrols her eyes 
— forbid her to explain the miſtake. 

_ Unhappy Mrs. Wadman!— 

For nothing can make this chapter 
go off with ſpirit but an apoſtrophe to thee 
— but my heart tells me, that in ſuch a 
crifis an apoſtrophe is but an inſult in diſ- 
guiſe , and ere I would offer one to a 
woman in diftreſs—let the chapter go to 
the devil; provided any damn'd critic in 
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keeping will be-but at the trouble to take 
it with him, 


CHAP, XXVII. 


Mr uncle Toby's Map is carried down 
into the kitchen, 
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—AnD here is the Maes— —and this is 
the Sambre; ſaid the corporal, pointing 
with his right hand extended a little to- 
wards the map, and his left upon Mr 

Bridget's ſhoulder--but- not the ſhoulder 
next him—and this, ſaid he, is the town 
of Namur— and this the citadel—and there 
lay the French— and here lay his honour 
and myſelf— —and in this curſed trench, 
Mrs. Bridget, quoth the corporal, taking 


| her by the hand, did he receive the wound 


which cruſh'd him ſo miſerably here—in 
pPronounting which he ſlightly preſs'd the 
back of her hand towards the you he felt 
for—and let it fall. # 5 
We thought, Mr. Trim, i had dene more 
in the middle —ſaid Mrs. Bridget 
That would have undone us for ever 


ſaid the corporal. — 


And left my poor miſtreſs undone too 


5 — ſaid Bridget, 


The corporal made no reply to the re- 
partee, but by giving Mrs, Bridget a kiſs, 
Come — come — ſaid Bridget — holding 


the palm of her left hand parallel to the 


* 
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plane of the horizon, and ſliding che fin- 
gers of the other over it, in a way which 
could not have been done, had there been 
the leaſt wart or protuberance — Tis every, 
ſyllable of it falſe, cried the corporal, be- 
fore ſhe had half. finiſhed the ſentence— 
I know it to be fact, ſaid IR from 
credible witneſſes. | 
—Upon my honour, ſaid the corporal, | 
laying his hand upon his heart, and bluſh- 
ing as he ſpoke with honeſt reſentment 
'tis a tory, Mrs. Bridget, as falſe as hell 
— Not, ſaid Bridget, | interrupting him, 
that either I or my miſtreſs care a half- 
penny about it, whether 'tis ſo or no- 
only that when one is married, one would 
chooſe to bave ſuch. a thing by one at 
le aſt— z 
It was ſomewhat unfortunate for Mrs. 
Bridget, that ſhe had begun the attack 


with her manual exerciſe; for the corpo- 
ral ia an 7,4 64.544 2.2,2 4 0 8 
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Ir was like the e conteſt in the 
moiſt eye - lids of an April morning, Whe- 
ther Bridget ſhould laugh or cry.” 
She ſnatch'd up a rolling pin— 'twas ten 
to one, ſhe had laugh'd 6 
She laid it down — he cried; and had 
one fingle tear of em but taſted of bitter - 
nels, full ſorrowful would the corporal's 
heart have been that he had uſed the ar- 
gument; but the corporal underſtood the 
| ſex a quart major to @ terce at leaſt, bet- 
ter than my uncle Toby, and accordingly 
he allailed Mrs, Bridget after this manner. 
I know, Mrs. Bridget, ſaid the corpo- 
ral, giving her a moſt reſpectful kiſs, that 
thou art good and modeſt by nature, and 
art withal fo generous a girl in thyſelf, 
that if I know thee rightly, thou would'ſt 
not wound an inſect, much leſs the honour- 
of ſo gallant and worthy a ſoul as my 
maſter, waſt thou ſure to be made a counteſs 
of—but thou haſt been ſet on, and delud- 
ed, dear Bridget, as is often a woman's 


caſe, to pleaſe others more than them- 
ſelves—“ 
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Bridget's eyes poured down at the ſen- 
ſations the corporal excited, | 
— Tell me—tell me then, my dear 
Bridget, continued the corporal, taking 
hold of her hand, which hung down dead 
by her fide,—and giving a ſecond kiſs— 
whoſe ſuſpicion has miſled thee? 
Bridget ſobbed a ſob ox two—then open- 

ed her eyes—the corporal wiped 'em with 
the bottom of her apron—ſbe then open'd 
her heart and told him all, 


C HA. P. XXX. 


4 My uncle Toby and the corporal had 
gone on ſeparately with their operations 
the greateſt part of the campaign, and as 
effectually cut off from all communication 
of what either the one or the other had 
been doing, as if they had been ſeparated 
from each other by the Maes or the Sambre. 

My uncle Toby, en his fide, had pre- 
ſented himſelf every afternoon, in his red 
and filyer, and blue and gold alternately , 
and ſuſtained an infinity of attacks in 
them , without knowing them to be attacks 
—and ſo had nothing to communicate 
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Tze corporal, on his ſide, in taking 
Bridget, by it had gain'd confiderable 
advantages and conſequently had much 
to communicate — but what were theſe ad- 
vantages —as well, as what was the man- 
ner by which he had ſeized them, requir- 
ed lo nice a hiſtorian that the corporal 
durſt not venture upon it; and as fenfible 
as he was of glory, would rather have 
been contented to have gone bareheaded 
and without laurels for ever, than torture 
his maſier's modeſty for a fingle moment 
—Beft of honeſt and gallant ſervants !— 
But I have apoſtrophized thee, Trim! 
once before—and could I apotheolize thee 
alſo (that is to ſay) with good company— * 
I would do it without Apps", in the 
very next page. 


CHAP. XXXI. 


Now my uncle Toby had one evening 

laid down his pipe upon the table; and was 
counting over to himſelf upon his fingers” 
ends, (beginning at his thumb) all Mrs. 
Wadman's perfections one by one; and 
happening two or three times together, 
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either by omitting ſome, or counting others 
twice over, to puzzle himſelf ſadly before 
he could get beyond his middle finger— 
Prithee, Trim! ſaid he, taking up his 
pipe again ,—bring me a pen and ink: 
Trim brought paper alſo. 

Take a full ſheet—Trim ! ſaid my * 
Toby, making a ſign with his pipe at the 
ſame time to take a chair and fit down 
. cloſe by him at the table. The corporal 
obeyed—placed the paper directly before 
him—took a pen and dipp'd it in the ink. 

' —She has a thouſand virtues, Trim! 
ſaid my uncle Toby — | 

Am Ito ſet them down, au' pleaſe your 
honour ? quoth the corporal. 
But they muſt be taken in their ranks, 
replied my uncle Toby ; for of them all, 
Trim, that which wins me moſt, and which 
is a ſecurity for all the reſt, is the com- 
paſſionate turn and ſingular humanity of 
her character—lT proteſt, added my uncle 
Toby, looking up, as he proteſted it, 
towards the top of the ceiling—That was 
I her brother, Trim, a thouſand fold, 
ſhe could not make more conſtant or more 
tenderinquiries after my ſufferings —though 
now no more. 
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The corporal made no reply to my uncl 
Toby's proteftation, but by a ſhort cotig 
—he dipp'd the pen a ſecond time into 
the inkhorn: and my uncle Toby point- 
ing with the end of his pipe as cloſe to 
the top of the ſheet at the left-hand cor- 
ner of it, as he could get it—the corporal 
wrote down the word HUMANITY T 
thus. £ as » | 

Prithee, corporal, ſaid my uncle Toby, 
as ſoon as Trim had done it—how aften 
does Mrs. Bridget inquire after the wound 
on the cap of thy knee, which thou re- 
ceived'fi at the battle of Landen? 

She never, an' pleaſe your honour, in- 
quires after it at all, 

That, corporal, ſaid my uncle Toby, 


with all the triumph the goodneſs of his 


nature would permit—tbat.ſhews the dif- 
ference in the character of the miſtreſs and 
the maid—had the fortune of war allotted 
the ſame miſchance to me, Mrs, Wadman 
would have inquired into every circum- 
ance relating to it a hundred times —She 
would have inquired, an' pleaſe your , 
honour , ten times as often about your 
+ honour's groin—The pain, Trim, is equal- 
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ly excruciating ,and compaſſion has as 
much to do with the one as the other— 

— God bleſs your honour! cried the cor- 
poral—what has a woman's compaſſion to 
do with a wound upon the cap of a man's 
knee ? Had your honour's been ſhot into ten 
thouſand ſplinters at the affair of Landen, 
Mrs, Wadman would have troubled her' 
head as little about it as Bridget; becauſe, 
added the corporal, lowering his voice 
and ſpeaking very diftinetly, as he aſlign- 

ed his realon— - 

«© The knee is ſuch a diſtance from the 
main body—whereas the groin, your hon- 
our knows, is upon the * curtain of 
the place.” | 

My uncle Toby gave a e whifle— 
but in a note which could ſcarce be heard 
acroſs the table. 

The corporal had advanced too far to 
retire—in three words he told the reſt 

My uncle Toby laid down his pipe as 
gently upon the fender, as if it had been 
ſpun from the unravelings of a [pider's 
web— 


—Let us 80 to my bucthes e S, 
(aid be. n 1: | 
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CHAP. XXXII. 


33 vill be ju time, whilt my 


uncle Toby and Trim are walking to my 


father's to inform you, that Mrs. Wad- 


man had, ſome moons before this, made 
a confidant of my mother; and that Mrs. 
Bridget, who had the burden of her own, 


as well as her miſtrels's lecrets to carry, 


had got happily delivered of both to Su- 
Iannah behind the garden-wall. 

As for my mother, ſhe faw nothing at all 
in it, to make the leaſt buflle about —but 
Suſannah was ſufficient by herſelf for all 
the ends and purpoſes you could poſſibly 
have, in exporting a family ſecret; for 
ſhe immediately imparted it by. ſigns to 
Jonathan—and Jonathan by tokens to the. 
cook, as ſhe was baſting a loin of mutton; 
the cook ſold it with ſome kitchen fat to the 
poſtillion for a groat, who truck'd it with the 
dairy-maid for ſomething of about the ſame 
value—and though whiſpered in the hay- 
loft, Fame caught the notes with her 
brazen trumpet and ſounded them upon 
the houſe-top—In a word, not an old wo- 
man in the village or five miles round, 
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who did not underſtand the difficulties of 
my uncle Toby's kege, and what were 
the fecret articles which had delayed the 
ſurrender.— 
/ My father, eld way was to force 
every event in nature into an hypotheſs, 
by which means never man crucified Txurn 
at the rate he did— had but juſt heard of 
the report as my uncle Toby ſet out: and 
catching fire ſuddenly at the treſpaſs done 
his brother by it, was demonſtrating to 
Vorick, notwithſtanding my mother was 
fitting by - not only, © That the devil was 
in women, and that the whole of the affair 
was luſt;” but that every evil and diſorder 
in the world of what kind or nature ſoever, - 
from the firſt fall of Adam, down to my 
uncle Toby's (incluſive), was owing one 
way or other to the ſame unruly appetite, 
Yorick was juſt bringing my | father's 
hypotheſis to ſome temper, when my uncle 
Toby entering the room with marks of 
infinite benevolence and forgiveneſs in his 
looks, my father's eloquence rekindled | 
againſt the pallion—and. as he was not 
very nice in the choice of his words when 
he was wroth—as ſoon as my uncle Toby 
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was ſeated by the fire , and had filled his 
pipe, my father broke out in this manner. 


CHAP, XXXIII. 


1 H A T proviſion ſhould be made 
for continuing the race of ſo great, ſo ex- 
alted and godlike a Being as man—I am 
far from-denying--but philoſophy ſpeaks 
freely of every thing; and therefore I till 
think and do maintain it to be a pity, 
that it ſhould be done by means of a pal- 
lion which bends down the faculties, and 
turns all the wiſdom, contemplations, and 
operations of the ſoul backwards— —a 
| paſſion, my dear, continued my father, 
addreſſing: himſelf to my mother, which 
couples and equals wiſe men with fools, 
and makes us come out of our caverns and 
hiding-places more like ſatyrs and four- 
footed beaſts than men. art 

I know it will be ſaid, continued my 
father ( availing himſelf of the proleplis) 
hat in itſelf, and fimply taken— —like 
hunger, or thirſt, or ſleep— —'tis an af- 
fair neither good or bad—or ſhameful or 
etberwiſe, —Why then did the delicacy 
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of Diogenes and Plato ſo recalcitrate againſt 
it? and wherefore, when we go about to 
make and plant a man, do we put out 
the candle? and for what reaſon is it, that 
all the parts thereof—the congredients 
the preparations — the inſtruments, and 
whatever ſerve thereto, are ſo held as to 
be conveyed to a cleanly mind by no lan- 
guage, tranflation, or 3 what - 
ever? 

— — The act of killing and deſtroying a 
man, continued my father, raifing his voice 
— —and turning to my uncle Toby ,—you 
ſee, is glorious — and the weapons by 
which we doit are honourable-—We march 
with them upon our ſhoulders We firut 
with them by our fides—We gild them 
We .carve. them — We inlay them — We 
enrich them—Nay, if it be but a ſcoun- 
drel cannon, we caft an ornament upon 
the breech of it— 

—My uncle Toby laid n his pipe 
to intercede for a better epithet and 
Yorick was rifing up to batter the whole 
hypotheſis, to pieces— — 

— —- When Obadiah broke into the 
middle of the room with a complaint, 
which cried out for an immediate hearing. 
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The caſe was this: 

My father, whether by ancient cuſtom 
of the manor, or as improprietor of the 
great tythes, was obliged to keep a Bull 
for the ſervice of the Pariſh, and Oba- 
diah had led his cow upon a pop-vi/it to 
him one day or other the preceding ſum- 
mer—1 ſay , one day or other ,—becauſe 
as chance would have it, it was the day 
on which he was married to my father's 
houſe-maid—— fo one was a reckoning to 
the other. Therefore when Obadiah's wife 
was brought to bed—Obadiah thanked 
God— L 

— Now, ſaid obadiah, I ſhall have a 
calf;- lo Obadiah went daily to viſit his 
cow. © 

She'll calve on Monday—on Twi 
or Wedneſday at fartheſt— 
The cow did not calve—no—ſhbe'll not 
calve till next week — the cow put it off 
terribly — —till at the end of the fixth week 
Obadiah's ſuſpicions (like a good man I 
fell upon the Bull. 

Now the pariſh-being very large, 'my 
father's Bull, to ſpeak the truth of him, 
was no way equal to the department; he 
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had, however, got himſelf ſomehow or 
other, thruſt into employment—and as he 
went through the buſineſs with a grave 
face, my father had a high opinion of him. 

— Moft of the townſmen, an' pleaſe your 
worſhip , quoth Obadiah, believe that 'tis 
all the Bull's fault— ; 

—But may not a cow be barren? re- 
plied my father, turning to Doctor Slop. 

It never happens; ſaid Doctor Slop, but 
the man's wife may have come before her 
time naturally enough — —Prithee has the 
child hair upon his head ?—added Doc- 
tor Slop— 

It is as hairy as I am; ſaid Obadiah. 
— — Obadiah had not been ſhaved for three 
weeks · Wheu -- u- u cried 
my father, beginning the ſentence with 
an exclamatory whiftle—and ſo, brother 
Toby, this poor Bull of mine, who is as 
good a Bull as ever p—s'd, and mighit 
have done for Europa herſelf in purer 
times — —had he but two legs leſs, might 
have been driven into Doctors commons 
and loft his character—which to a Town- 
Bull, brother * is the very lame veg 
as his life— 
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' L—d! ſaid my mother, what is all this 
E about ·— $ 
COCK and a BULL, ſaid” 
e eee one of the den of its kind 
I ever heard. 
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